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would be ha'pence in it. Lowly merit and hidden 
beauty of the sterner sort discovered by our special 
commissioner, and made to tell its tale. It would 
be a welcome change from a too oppressive eternity 
of bounder and hooligan. 

The subject of discussion in the particular sheet 
which had come my way was, " Why is England 
going to the deuce ? " It is ever a fruitful theme. 
A brilliant contributor had led oflE with a general 
indictment of our excesses in the matter of popula- 
tion and education, and of our shortcomings in 
armaments. He was dead against reduction in the 
last. How could one talk of such a thing when 
we might still be unable to " lick 'em all three '' on 
the salt water ? As for the over-population, it was 
becoming a mere bad habit, and would soon require 
a total abstinence movement of its own. It was 
more than a national danger : we lived on an over- 
peopled sphere. The moral as it affected ourselves 
was : let us make haste to grab the little that 
is left to colonial enterprise, or the last of the 
dumping-grounds on this side of the stars may 
be gone for ever, and heaven wiU be our only 
chance of a good time. Germany was stifling with 
humanity. Russia, Italy, Austria were in the same 
plight. As for America, it had now a proletariat 
of its own, soon to be like all else in that favoured 
land, the biggest thing in creation. 

My paper was for a root and branch remedy, 
though it was still rather mealy-mouthed. 

It worried me. What were we to do — ^put the 
institution of marriage in the penal code, with a 
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clause of exception for the benefit of the propertied 
classes? I could see no other way out of it. I 
could have rushed from the hotel, caught the first 
humble father of a family by the beard, and shaken 
him for a villain. It must be this or nothing I 
Should we never throw off iite tyranny of these 
conventions about the family and the home ? I 
bad almost said Yah 1 for really Bah 1 hardly met 
the justice of the case. 

With its imfdications this soon attained to the 
dignity of a new gospel. Check the over-production 
of life on the globe— life universal if you liked, but 
especially life human. Mere wars would nevN 
keep pace with it : we must come to the source of 
the evil. In this view, every mother of a family 
was a monster, as one putting more of the sense of 
vocation into her wick^ness. It meant a thorough 
change of standpoint in regard to all the amenities 
of Uterature and art. The babe at the breast — a 
sin against the human race ! The battle with death 
over the body of a sick child — a treason against 
Providence itself. Since life came so wantonly, at 
least let it go in peace. The persecutions of the 
PecuUar People — as gross a sin against the light 
as the slaughtered saints of the Miltonic ode 1 
The old yam about the valley of the Mississippi 
ready and able to offer hospitality to all mankind 
a wicked lie I Admittedly a lie now, with undesir- 
ables turned back at American ports of entiy every 
day. It was the same everywhere. Else why 
our recent ingenious introduction of the passport 
in the form of a bank-note to be shown at the 
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landing-stage — ^why Australia positively banging 
her door in people's faces ? The London poUce- 
man's "move on" had now become man's greeting 
to his neighbour all over the globe. 

Yet it was impossible not to arraign the scheme 
of Providence. Why bring so many on the ball 
only to tempt them to be everlastingly engaged 
in pushing each other of! to the cry of no room to 
live ? I could not forbear a savage aside to the 
survivors of the struggle. '* How lucky that you 
cannot get to the starry spaces and annex them in 
the sacred name of your need of exercise. What 
conquests in Orion and merciless raids in Taurus 
always for more and more i " 



11. 



After breakfast I went out on the lawn, but with 
new and unenviable feelings. Eveiything was 
changed in the outlook. Where but the day before 
I had enjoyed the sense of breezy and roomy seclu- 
sion, I now seemed to see only overcrowding beyond 
the dreams of a sanitary inspector. At any moment 
the rising flood of my fellow-creatures might whelm 
the whole parterre. There they were, manifestly 
ready for the onset, in the space beyond the 
grounds. Such necessity has no law ; in another 
generation it might be impossible to obtain more 
than standing-room in our own dwellings. Nay, all 
sort of wayfarers might be crowding into the very 
coaches of the nobility, or hanging on by the 
straps. 

To be fair, however, I am bound to say that for 
the moment there were but two persons in the 
immediate prospect — the <dd gardener and an 
acquaintance of mine with whom I had exchanged 
bows the night before, and who now sat apart. 
He was a gentle being with but one weakness — a 
rather guilty passion for pushing old gentlemen o£E 
the ends of piers, as they stood enjoying the sun- 
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rise in the solitude of early morning. I, who was 
one of the very few in his secret, knew that it 
was done entirely without malice, and simply to 
lighten the gloom of a disappointment in love. 
He could still enjoy a joke, and he had a keen 
sense of the humour of dignified old persons — fat 
by preference — struggling to get out of deep water. 
Sometimes they never got out, till it was too late, 
but when this happened, he invariably sent flowers. 
By long practice he had acquired great dexterity 
in the sport. He approached from behind while 
his quarry was absorbed in the contemplation of 
the orb of day, and took him silently on the run. 
He then returned to the hotel to breakfast, packed 
his handbag, and posted on to the next halting- 
place on the coast to repeat the performance. 
He was now evidently engaged on his usual summer 
tour and waiting, as I conjectured, for an old 
gentleman of suitable pomposity and appropriate 
habits. 

I knew perfectly well that in all this he had 
no other purpose than innocent diversion. Yet, 
in my present frame of mind, I was disposed to see 
a lofty aim in his occasional mischances with sun- 
gazers who did not know how to swim. He was 
at least keeping down the population, and I was 
impressed with the ever-growing importance of that 
social duty. An idea of this kind may soon become 
an obsession. In this way, many persons brooding 
on the imminent end of the world, have passed 
their time in tremulously looking up at the sky, 
and asking it to name the day. After the Plague 
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and the Fire of London, for instance, thonsands of 
citisens beset with that distressing apprehension 
camped in Hoorfields in the hope of escaping the 
catastrophe. We have all read of the captive 
whose cell grew narrower every morning, and who 
passed his time in agonies of arithmetic to determine 
the exact moment at which he would become as flat 
as a pancake. How soon would the last new baby 
squeeze the first old inhabitant ofi our orb into 
infinite space — that was my particular way of 
putting it. but it came to much the same thing 
in its effect on the nerves. I might have reflected 
that there was no immediate hurry when I looked 
on the ample acreage of park-land, garden and 
meadow about me in one of the best sites of the 
island. 

But I did not reflect ; I could only send to the 
nearest library for two or three standard works on 
the acreage and population of the globe. They 
came, and I was now in a position to afRrm with 
authority that the latter stood at a trifle under 
fifteen hundred millions in the year 1883. Some 
persons talk of eighteen hundred millions for our 
time, but this is sheer m^alomania. I^esump- 
tuons as man notoriously is, he can hardly have 
taken such a lib^y in the interval. It was 
an appalling total, without reference to other 
particulars, and it threw me into a state of terror 
in which I could hardly venture to take my 
candle without the fear of strange bedfellows 
that very night. What if some undesirable chum 
from the Antipodes should come tap, tap, tapping 
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at my bedroom window — accessible &om the lawn — 
with a request for a shakedown on the sofa as a 
crowded out ? I soon, of course, dismissed the 
thought as absurd. Yet, as a man with the perhaps 
fatuous hope of many years of life before him, 
I still found it impossible to feel or to afEect in- 
difference as to the prospects of my old age. I 
was engaged in execrating the folly of the French 
Government in offering a premium on the growth 
of families when my eye fell on a footnote to one 
of the statistical tables. The reading of this I do 
not hesitate to say was one of the most impressive 
experiences of my whole life. 

It ran as follows : " It has been calculated that, 
at four persons to the square yard, the entire [>opula- 
tion of the globe, standing shoulder to shoulder, 
could find room and to spare in the Isle of Wight." 

The Isle of Wight — the whole population of the 
globe ! One had to keep these two things in apposi- 
tion and most steadily in mind. Standing-room at 
least on that dot of a place — no living room in all 
the huge balance of plain and upland, almost beyond 
measurement, in Europe, Asia, AMca, America, 
and all the countless islands of the main I The 
Isle of Wight I Why it is not so much as a county, 
for its pretensions under the recent County Council 
Act are usually regarded as a joke. It is merely 
a bit of Hampshire, itself but a fortieth part of 
England proper. And England is so small that 
an ancient punning inscription on a chestnut — to 
be seen, I believe, in the British Museum — records 
the nightmare terrors of an American tourist who 
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dared not fall asleep in our country for fear of 
rolling into the sea. 

The Isle of Wight I on all but the laigest maps 
of the world a mere pin-point, a sort of grain of 
the dust of settlement. If it were not for its 
beauty, and the luck of its position as the threshold 
of England, not one human being in ten thousand 
would know of its existence. I forbear the de- 
scription of the beauty, though the temptation ever 
besets me at the thought of it. England itself 
makes but a poor show on the ground plan of the 
sphere. This shadow of its shade is hardly notice- 
able except for its mother's sake. It is but three 
and twenty miles by thirteen in extreme measure- 
ment — from end to end, that is to say, but one 
stride and a bittock for the man with the seven- 
leagued boots ; from top to bottom, but a single 
hop. And this a possible muster-ground for all 
humankind I 

It was really not to be accepted without verifica- 
tion ; the intUctment of the scheme of things was 
too severe. It would have been strange enough 
if a whole country of the laiger sort — Spain, or 
France, or Austria, even the huge belt of fertiUty 
in the United States — had served to give standing- 
room to a race of man that could not manage to 
Uve in comfort on the entire surface of the planet. 
But an island that was at best but a geological 
afterthought I The implications were too frightful 
in regard to the sanity of mankind. 

I now sought the principal stationer of the neigh- 
bouring town, and asked to be accommodated with 
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all the literature bearing on the subject in its new 
aspect. He was able to supply me at once with 
the magnificent ordnance sheet in which the island, 
as a satellite of Hampshire, is given in all its super- 
ficial measurements. He laughed at the idea of 
such a place as a rendezvous for all mankind. It 
was already, he said, growing overcrowded beyond 
endurance. This very season a misguided person, 
who could have had no purpose but to take bread 
out of other people's mouths without putting more 
into his own, had come over from the mainland in 
a wanton attempt to combine the sale of ha'penny 
papers with the business of a general bazaar. 

In spite of him, however, the author of the 
footnote was perfectly right. In point of numbers 
the present occupancy of the Isle of Wight is one of 
mere caretakers for humanity at large. The actual 
land of the island, exclusive of river bed, salt- 
marsh, and foreshore, stands in square measurement 
at 93,905 acres. At 4,840 square yards to the acre 
this works out at four hundred and fifty-four and a 
half millions of square yards. There are still nearly 
a hundred thousand yards to the good, but I throw 
them in. 

Now, at four persons to the square yard, we can 
accommodate over eighteen hundred and eighteen 
miUions of our fellow-creatures standing comfort- 
ably up in their boots and with heaps of elbow 
room. In fact the island is distinctly too big for 
the human race ranged shoulder to shoulder. You 
could never hope to keep it all in use, except by 
starting footraces. The more you look into it the 
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more it is " let 'em all come " for this dot of a 
damping-ground. But four persons to the square 
yard I why, they might all have the waists of the 
police force and still stand loose in their ranks. 
The military measure for soldiers crossing bridges 
in close marching order is one to the square foot — 
nine, consequently, to the square yard. A mere 
four to the yard would enable the marshals of the 
host to do the thing handsomely in the Isle of 
Wight. At the word " close order " they might 
leave a good half of the island unoccupied, and, as 
hereinbefore mentioned, available for sports. The 
imagination runs riot in the thought, and pictures 
.teams at football, with millions watching the game 
as comfortably as crowds at S3rdenham on a Cup 
day. 

The Isle of Wight — the planet — I had to bear 
these points closely in mind, for I was now to 
steer by them in a not unadventurous voyage. The 
thing had become a possession, letters were left 
unanswered, meals untasted, my hair became as 
the hair of a prophet, tossed back with his five 
fingers for want of the leisure to visit his toilet 
table. A new investigation showed that the earth, 
the firm ground of it, is some six-and-thirty 
thousand times laiger than the Isle of Wight. 
All this unthinkable balance of acres then could 
be left untenanted as a vacant lot, while every 
man-jack, jill, and their progeny, at present scat- 
tered over its entire surface, could find standing 
room on this httle island and to S[>are. And 
meanwhile all the huge mileage of depopulated 
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Europe, of mighty Asia, of the Americas, oh, the 
oppression of the thought I of giant Africa, with 
the isles hundreds of them bigger than the 
rendezvous, lying ready to give them harbourage, 
and, as one might have hoped, provender, under 
sun or stars. Such a handful is this imfeedable, 
unlodgable population of the world ; such an un- 
speakably poor provider is Mother Nature who has 
them all to board. 

It was impossible to accept a conclusion which 
seemed like an arraignment of Providence; and 
I determined to resist to the very last. I bethought 
me of the barrenness of parts of the vast expanse. 
I recited the particulars Uke a litany of hope, 
moimtain ranges where none might breathe in com- 
fort on the higher reaches ; malarial swamps, 
where the wayfarer would sink to the knees, like 
the goat in the pre-RaphaeUte picture ; sands 
and deserts and stony places that would never 
yield a crop ; recesses of torrid zones where the 
very temperature was unmentionable to ears 
polite ; Greenland plateaus of ice and blast. And 
still with all this there was the huge balance of the 
earth fair and beautiful, in English fields, arable 
and pasturage, in Russia and the Americas, in com 
land and wine land of France, limitless for all 
present and reasonably prospective needs of man. 
And of the other part the seemingly profitless, huge 
deductions to be made for possible conquests of 
hiunan ingenuity and hmnan resource. Holland 
there for ever to show the way in smiling landscapes 
won from the sea, and still lying snug and defiant 
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below its level in the secular security of the finest 
civilization known to the history of the race. 

I was now in my room, undressed and almost 
sleeping as I sat, yet still nodding over the books 
which I was quite unable to read, still holding out 
against conviction and longing for a sign. The 
waiter's tap at the door with an o0er of tea was a 
sort of last drop in a cup of importunity which had 
been filling all day. I sternly bade Um b^one ; 
and, as the first stroke of midnight smote on my 
ear like a reproach, I gave up the struggle to keep 
my eyes open and fell on the bed. 
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How long I slept I know not, but, rising to open the 
window for a breath of air, I was aware of an extra- 
ordinary sight. It was moonlight, perfect and 
clear, the orb riding at ease in a blue vault dotted 
with stars, the wain and the pole star well defined, 
and below them all the lawn in front of my windows 
occupied by a gathering crowd. 

It was the crowd of my everyday experience — 
a plump old gentleman newly arrived at the hotel, 
and probably going to-morrow morning to see the 
sunrise as so many had gone before him; my 
amiable and pushful acquaintance closely watching 
his movements ; a diplomat home on leave ; a nurse, 
with her infant charges shouldering their shovels. 
It was an odd sort of assemblage, especially for 
the time of night. What could it mean ? My 
curiosity was now thoroughly excited ; I left the 
room by the open window only to find the crowd 
much larger than I at first supposed. The entire 
beach beyond the grounds was filling up in pre- 
cisely the same manner as the garden. It was not 
only the hotel people now ; it was the inhabitants 
of the island generally, as I had learned to know 
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them or to notice them m my daily excursions. I 
recognized the stationer who had sold me the ord- 
nance map ; a self-centred couple ior whose sake 
I bad been compelled to change the direction of a 
favourite walk ; the solitary pcdiceman on the beat. 

The curious thing was that all these people 
were accompanied by their btunan belongings, as 
though they were going somewhere to pass muster. 
Thus the policeman, though still apparently on 
duty, was followed by a procession which was his 
wife and family or nothing. The stationer was simi- 
larly attended — and so od. Another point worthy 
of notice was that they were all silent, and exceed- 
ingly grave in demeanour without beit^ sad. 
They took their places according to their taste, 
and, in some degree, according to their rank in life. 
But they said nothing, and they showed no sur- 
prise at the sight of their own numbers, although 
by this time, as I should say, the throng imme- 
diately under my eyes included all the inhabitants 
of the parish, with their ratepayers as natural 
leaders at their head. They seemed to have come 
in response to an inquisition as searching and as 
severe as that of a census day. 

Beyond these moved a solid phalanx of fellow- 
creatures in convict garb. It was the gang from 
Parkhuist Prison, which I had lately visited under 
the guidance of a friend on the medical staff. 
They were drawn up under their warders, vrith 
only, I thought, a look of additional anguish in 
their eyes, due to the fact that they were still in 
durance though b^ond the prison walls. So I 
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had seen them on the occasion of my visit coming 
" home " to captivity, with a guard at their heels, 
from work outside the walls. Then it dawned on 
me that whatever the limits of the adventure, I had 
certainly before and about me nothing less than the 
whole population of the Isle of Wight. 

This was not all. Running further afield, 
now in a kind of desperation, I found the beach 
below St. Lawrence filling up with the Cockney 
folk. All London seemed to be pouring into 
the island. I knew it by the costers, hooUgans, 
betting touts, gutter snipes, railway station decoys, 
bullies, lures, and poUcemen getting tips from the 
sporting touts, at one end of the scale. And, at 
the other end, by the smart acquaintance of whose 
names I made profitable use at dinner-parties, 
especially when they were not there to betray the 
exact degree of our intimacy. There was Radicus, 
that odiously selfish peer, who accumulates all 
the most readable papers in the smoking-room at 
the club, and then sits on the balance while he 
reads them one by one. He was there to the Ufe 
of his atrocious taste in clothing — frockcoat, 
bowler hat and all. I still tried to catch his eye, 
but he cut me dead. Beyond these, as a sort of 
next batch of arrivals, were some persons, pleasant 
and unpleasant, whom I had lately met at a country 
house. 

I was in pyjamas — ^just as I had jmnped off the 
bed and out of my window to the lawn. As soon 
as I became aware of it, I felt the shame natural to 
the situation, and tried to make my way back to 
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change my attire. But it was impossible. The 
entire space within sight was now one compact mass 
of figures, all like a batch of immigrants newly 
arrived and ready to start up country. For that 
matter, no one seemed to think veiy much about 
me or my dress but myself. A duchess smiled on 
me as if nothing was amiss, and as I knew her for 
a model of propriety I felt considerably reassured. 
I had recently been presented to her grace, at the 
opening of a fancy bazaar, as the donor of a number 
of sketches in water-colour that were not without 
effect on the receipts. I could not, however, con- 
quer a certain tendency to give way at the knees 
as I met her gaze. But as I had experienced pre- 
cisely the same difficulty at the time of the intro- 
duction, though I was then fully and even carefully 
clothed, I knew that it had nothing to do with 
the existing situation. It was but a natural 
homage to rank and station which I hope I shall 
ever be ready to pay. 



IV. 



Yet all this was nothing to the surprise in store. 
Still fleeing northwards now I made for a slope, 
which was covered, as I thought, with bushes 
rustling with a very pleasant murmur in the night 
wind. They proved to be but more figures of men 
— ^foreigners this time and Germans at that, as I 
learned, on closer acquaintance, by their military 
nniforms, and by the gutturals with which the 
supposed language of the leaves was overcharged. 
This was a new experience, in being the first articu- 
late sound that had reached my ears. It was a 
relief in its way, in breaking the oppressive silence 
of the figures I had hitherto met. In other respects, 
however, it was fateful and alarming to the last 
degree. What could this be but the advance guard 
of an invasion, and a landing by way of the Isle of 
Wight ? It seemed to explain all the rest. The 
local figures in the foreground, and perhaps even 
those from more distant parts, were fellow-subjects 
retiring before an invader, now in secure possession 
of the south-eastern shore of the island, and taking 
up his positions for a stealthy dash on the main- 
land at dawn. 
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It is tme that many were in mufti, and that with 
them were some of their adorable Gretchens in 
peasant dress. But this was nothing : the girls were 
probably colonists ready to start at once ; the 
civilians certainly soldiers at wilL I was a little 
reassured when one of these proved to be the very 
picture of a waiter I had often tipped in town. 
There could be no doubt of it : he was one who, in 
the. alas t too fleeting momoits between the close 
of the play, and the " all out " of a well-known 
night restaurant in Regent Street, had often asked 
me if I would like a Schnitzel or a RoUmops with 
my bock. But I soon recollected 'that, according to 
a French legend, many of the men who thus don 
the garb of service are really but experienced officers 
<A the jEngineer corps in constant touch with the 
general staS at Beriin. Hy first thought was 
naturally of the tdegraph office, and of a message 
to Whitehall. But I was relieved by finding, a 
little further on, an eminent author from a German 
garden on the shores of the Baltic, whose purpose 
I knew could only be international amity and the 
gaiety of nations. And in trying to outflank them 
for a more distant part of the i^and, I came upon 
another host of outlandish persons, men, women 
and children. They were Sicilian banditti, I shoifld 
say, by their speech and air, and evidently in the 
same line of business as a band of fierce-looking 
Greeks I had previously passed at Orchard Cove. 
It was no mere invasion, then, in the mUitary 
sense of the term. I was now making northwards, 
and I worked round to the breezy height of 
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Wroxall Down only to find more Italians, more 
Germans at St. Martin's Down, and then European 
Russians, or nothing, a half mile or so beyond 
Shanklin Station. 

What could it mean ? I had hitherto been 
running in the extremity of terror, but I now 
slackened my pace. It was a time for more 
reasoned measures of every sort, and I paused to 
take stock of the situation. The island seemed to 
be filling with foreigners, but was there any limit 
to the influx, and, if so, where was it to be found ? 
The first thing was to see things more at my ease. 
In this difficulty, at last, I found the benefit of 
certain earUer studies in spiritualism, which I had 
foolishly come to regard as waste of time. By 
means of levitation I was easily able to rise from 
the earth for a more commanding survey, keeping 
close enough to the ground to remain within sight 
and sound of the figures, and only occasionally 
mounting to avoid steeples, roofs and trees. As I 
dipped and rose again, in this way, rose and dipped, 
I caught scraps of all the languages of Europe in 
so far as I understood them, and saw the races that 
spoke them, for the moonlight was almost as clear 
as day. 

They were just as plainly aware of me ; and while 
some received my pyjamas with execrations of 
horror, others showed a disposition to prostrate 
themselves in adoration. This was more especially 
the case as I approached Sandown, where there was 
a settlement of Lapps, whose toilet preparations in 
train oil seemed to taint the air. It was, no doubt. 
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a purely imaginative impression, for, as a matter 
of fact, the whole mighty throng, home and foreign, 
had none of the grosser attributes of humanity 
that give a shock to the senses. Whatever their 
garb, manners, and social condition, they were in 
this respect as inoffensive as ghosts. The Basques, 
Bretons, and Spanish fishennen from the extreme 
west of Europe, the Greeks, Bulgarians, Servian 
swineherds, and what not, from the other side, 
had no real brotherhood of garlic. They only 
seemed to have it by what one knew of their 
attractions and our repulsions in their native 

The power of levitation had now somewhat 
weakened through excessive use, and I had hastily 
to scramble up a tree in my anxiety to escape one 
of the Isle of Wight girls' schools — registering a 
vow that, to avoid any further humiliation of this 
sort, I would run home and change into a lawn- 
tennis suit as soon as they had passed. I did so, 
and then, climbing another tree at my ease, I found 
that the whole island, as it lay beneath me, to the 
farthest vei;ge of vision, was alive with human 
shapes, as thick on the ground as a locust swarm. 
They filled the valleys, they covered the hills, they 
blocked up all the streets of the townships, and 
sometimes the very roofs of the houses, though, 
in so far as I could discover, there was no trace of 
them within doors. 

Human shapes, yes ; but were they human 
beings ? Were they alive in the ordinary sense 
of the term ? Th«y were certainly quite human 
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to the eye — full, rounded, and complete even to 
the minutest details of dress ; hiunan even to the 
ear. Yet they still failed to stand the test of some 
of the other senses. I made this discovery in a 
curious way. Leaving my tree and rashly jumping 
the last half of the descent, I alighted on a young 
fellow at the foot of it, and, to my horror, found that 
I had gone right through him from top to toe. He 
seemed none the worse for it, however, but in- 
stantly resiuning his perfect shape, he smiled on me 
in a way that seemed to invite a continuance of the 
experiment. I accordingly touched him with the 
point of a stick which I picked up from the ground, 
and found that it went quite through him with- 
out pressure, and came out at his back. But he 
did not fall or do anything alarming whatever. 
He merely smiled once more while his chest closed 
up again to its original fulness of shape. 

No words can do justice to my feeling of dismay. 
It would have been less intense, I think, if he had 
sunk dead at my feet. 

On his part he evidently sought no explanation ; 
yet, after all, you can hardly run a man through 
by accident without a word of excuse. 

" I'm extremely sorry," I said, withdrawing the 
stick. 

What followed was still more astounding. 

" Don't mention it," said in the purest English, 
a young woman, who seemed to belong to his party. 
** Tell the gentleman, Reuben, that you are none 
the worse." 

She was one of a group which included this stal- 
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wart and an old man of a seafaring cut, with several 
others, for whom I bad no eyes the moment I had 
seen her. I left the injured man to his fate, the 
more inevitably because, in fact or in fiction, I 
seemed to have met his fair companion before. 
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V. 



It was the most majestic shape of its kind I had 
ever seen. She wore a sleeveless midergarment 
reaching with a petticoat of deep blue no further 
than the knee. Her naked limbs were scarcely 
darker than the cheek of a brunette. The chemise 
was low, and above it rose a glorious bust, almost 
as broad as a man's, yet with a virgin firmness 
of line that was strength and softness too. Her 
dark hair was massed in a way that would have 
charmed a painter, though it might have failed to 
satisfy a coiffeur. She was very tall for her sex, 
tall even for mine, but the perfect proportion 
between body and limbs took off all effect of un*- 
gainliness. She moved with the poise and precision 
of a mountaineer. I had looked on other women 
as beautiful, but never on one so magnificently 
formed. It recalled poetic ideals of the youth of 
the race. 

I was at a loss for a reply — unwilling to repeat my 
idiotic excuse, yet incapable of another thought. 

" It won't hurt him," she said, no doubt by 
way of helping me out ; " we're only astrals, you 
know. We can hurt one another with our weapons, 
but you can't hurt us with yours." 
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A&trals ! The little I had learned of these 
appearances in the course of my reading was now 
but an embarrassment the more. Could these 
figures crowding upon me from all sides be the 
astral bodies of Theosophy, the " phantasms of 
the living," of psychical research ? 

" Won't you take the gentleman for a bit 
of a flutter, Reuben ? " she said, addressing my 
victim. " That might be the easiest way to 
explain." 

" Thanks, I won't trouble him," I said doggedly, 
and more like a froward child than a man. " I'll 
go with you, if you like." 

" Hay I have a look round, father ? " she said 
to the old man. " I've never seen England before. 
We'U be back in a moment ; but mind, don't you 
stir from this tree." 

The ancient astral, as I suppose I must call him, 
though he looked a most substantial personality, 
nodded his head. 

She beckoned me and we rose together as lightly 
as a pair of feathers. Hers, however, was all the 
ease and grace of the movement ; and I saw that 
she had to check herself to save me from lagging 
hopelessly behind. 

We were in the clear moonlight now, without 
a house or a tree to break the beam. The joy of it — 
that radiance, the balmy air, this companionship. 

" Why, there's water all round tt," she said, 
" and it's not much bigger than — — " 

She seemed to check herself. We were just above 
Carisbrook Castle, and the wh<^ ground plan of th* 
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island lay beneath ns in its outlines of white clifi 
and shimmering sea. 

" And that's England over there, too, I suppose/' 
she cried, pointing wistfully to the mainland. '* Oh, 
and we might have to go back at any moment." 

" Who expects you back ? " 

" Our principals, of course." 

" Your principals ? " 

^ Yes, the shapes we belong to. Haven't you 
got a principal ? You don't mean to say you are 
real?" 

She recoiled, and I nearly fell to the earth, with 
nothing better than the spire of a church to break 
the fall. 

It was partly shock at the thought of losing her, 
for, as I have shown, I was not without powers 
of my own when left to myself. But, with her 
by my side, I had been content to leave them 
largely in suspense. 

She overtook me like a beam of hght, and in a 
moment I recovered both my equihbriimi and my 
happiness. 

Now I remembered once more. According to 
the authorities I have just named, the himian form 
has one or two sheaths or envelopes perfectly cor- 
responding to it in external appearance, even to its 
attire. These, in certain circumstances, are not 
only quite detachable from the solid personaUty, 
or " principal," but they may be projected to any 
distance in its exact outward seeming, the original 
still remaining at home, as it were, to keep house. 
So detached, they form a sort of double, and they 
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serve as messengeis for communications of the 
first importance from either the quick or the dead. 
Such " astrals " may come as phantasms of the 
living or as representatives of beings that have 
passed from our sphere. There is a well-known 
instance of the latter in the untimely intrusion of 
the unwashed Banquo at Macbeth's feast. 

As astrals of the living, these strange appearances 
are generally summoned singly, and without the 
knoiriedge of the personages .they repmaeat. 
What they see and what they do in these excur- 
sions, however, is sometimes communicated to their 
principals in the form of dream. 

The girl's manner had now changed, and she 
repeated her question : " Haven't you got a prin- 
cipal ? " with a coldness that chUled me to the 
bone. 

" Why not ? " I stammered. 

" Then why can't you say so at once ? Don't 
you see ? Mortals are out of place here." 

" So near the angels ? " — and I meant it too. 

" Oh. drop that," she said, as softly and as gently 
as she said all else. It was colloquial, yet 
in the note of her personality. I called to mind 
how airily those other-worlders almost invariably 
comport themselves at spiritual s/ances. " How's 
old St^gins ? Give my love to Uncle Joe I " is 
the usual note of a presence from beyond the veil, 
in a London drawing-room. Like the dropping of 
the final " g " it probably marks an aloofness from 
dignity and from grammar common to the best 
society of all the planets. 
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But she looked down on me from large and 
lustrous eyes, and that was enough. I have seen 
such eyes in the Coral Islands, and have sometimes 
thought that a sight of them might serve to put the 
Arlesian women out of conceit with their own. 
Then, as some thought seemed to flash on her, her 
whole manner suddenly changed. 

" Forgive — forgive," she cried with almost abject 
humility. " Oh, you are perhaps the Certified ? " 

I tried to look as if I might be, since it seemed 
to improve the situation. I took care, however, 
to keep on the fence, but I thought there would be 
no harm in putting a question. 

May I ask where your principal lives ? " 
In the Pacific Ocean," she said, as if wishing 
to change the subject. 
In what part of it ? " 
South — ^but you must not be so inquisitive." 

She pouted displeasure. I was not sorry to be 
the cause of it, since it showed me the beauty of 
her lips. They were rather full and sensuous, but 
this did not in the least imp^ the sweetness of 
her expression. 

" Only one more. When did you start from 
home ? " 

** About five minutes since." 

" From the South Pacific Ocean ? " 

" Why not ? " 

" Whew !— and why the ' Certified ' ? " 

" Really — well, but I daresay you know all the 
time. The Certified is the one to whom we are 
specially sent. He is the only mortal that has 
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eyes to see us, senses of any kind to know that we 
are here." 

" Another and the last, though I i>erish in my 
presumption. Your name, adorable being — your 
name ? " 

" They sometimes call me Nykie," she said. 

We were oow completing tbe circuit of the island 
after having taken it in its length. It was filled 
with astrals, as I suppose I must call them, and 
with astraJs that took up as much room as their 
living prototypes, or, to be quite exact, a little 
more. Could the non-substantial nature of these 
shapes account for the ease with which I had 
made my way through them on leaving the hotel ? 
They had yidded and closed up like so much water. 

The same facility, I remarked, was enjoyed 
by the other mortals abroad at this hour 
on their lawful business. Police and coastguard 
on their rounds cleft the dense throng of astral 
invaders without sight or sensible touch of them. 
If I, mortal as I was, perceived in both kinds, it 
might really be but a matter of privil^e. It was 
curious to see the living man in imiform passing 
his own astral double in a lonely lane without so 
much as turning to look at him, while the double, 
having in this instance no special message to him, 
behaved in exactly tbe same way. The former 
saw his fellow-mortals perfectly, saluted the patrol, 
and shook the tramps as in the ordinary course. 

We rose, we descended, we glided in great ser- 
pentine swoops over the entire surface of the land 
and cut skaters' patterns in the air, with the ease 
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of seagulls cadging for goodies at London Bridge. 
As we mounted, we saw the shapes in the mass ; 
as we came down again, we made their acquaintance 
in detail. In our earthward movements we fol- 
lowed the lead of my companion : I for once 
showed a tendency towards the sky. 

•* Oh, the fimny, funny people I " she cried. 
" Do let us go and see I " I was a child in my 
dependence on her, as she was one in curiosity 
and in wonder. 

It was an amazing sight. The whole isle 
was occupied to its extremest verge with these 
perfectly lifelike shapes. They filled the valleys, 
they covered the hill-tops and the very roofs of the 
houses — ^in the latter case just as they might have 
covered the square space on which the buildings 
stood. They buzzed in different tongues, most 
of them absolute jargon to me. The gathering 
included the most diverse tribes and nations 
of mankind. The fine flower of civilized life, 
in the fairest women, the most courtly and gallant 
men, stood side by side in the loose order of 
arrival, with the most awful first attempts in the 
making of the race. It was as though the potter, 
in default of day, had sometimes worked in mud. 
Ah, the women with logs of wood for ear-rings, the 
men clothed with tufted hair as with a garment to 
the very slits of their eyes, the chained slave gangs 
on their way to sacrificial slaughter I All were 
quiet enough now, but I knew that their distant 
principals were still licking their chops at cannibal 
feasts^ or grinning a bemused interest in the 
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agonies of immediate predecessors onder the knife. 
I was paxtictilaiiy edified in this connection with 
a powdered footman straggling to his place from 
Mayfair, and staring loathing and disgust at a 
group of Australian savages dripping with ochre 
used as pomade. 

And with this came in a flash the stupendous 
conjecture that what I had under my eyes, within 
the nanow bounds of this rocky enclosure, might 
be an epitome of living mankind. In another 
moment I had gone beyond that. What if it was 
no epitome at all, but absdutely the full cubic 
count and content in astral personality of all the 
races and nations on the planet at that particular 
moment of time. 

Remembering my calculations of the morning 
and resumii^ my powers of levitation, I now began 
to map out the space assigned conjecturally to 
the Eurc^>ean contingent. It reached from St. 
Catherine's Point to Blackwater, in one direction, 
and from Blackwater to Whitecliff Bay in the other. 
The extreme measurements, as the crow flies, are 
some seven miles from north to south and eight 
or nine in the other direction, tapering down to the 
four or five between Ventnor and the Point. 
In this space, shoulder to shoulder, as for 
review, yet without pressure or pain, stood the 
astrals of the whole population of Europe at four 
to the square yard. And if the actual inhabitants 
of that entire continent could have left home 
without inconvenience, they might have stood in 
the same place. 
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But I had better cut a long story short, more 
especially as I shall never expect to be believed. 

The nine hundred miUions or so of Asiatics 
occupied something more than the entire northern 
half of the island, above a line stretching from 
Totland Bay on the western side to a little above 
Whitecliff Bay on the other, and bounded on the 
north by the Solent and Spithead. All the Ameri- 
cans, of all the Americas from the Arctic to the 
Horn, were very comfortably acconmiodated in 
the ten or eleven square miles between Hulverstone 
and Cheverton Down, Calboume and Brightstone 
Bay. All the Africans from the Cape to Cairo 
filled the somewhat laiger space to the east between 
this and the European section aforesaid, with a 
balance of Australians, Polynesians, and general 
late-comers from the whole world in the distance 
between Brook and The Needles. 

It was no longer possible to doubt that for some 
mysterious reason I had been vouchsafed a vision 
of an " overpeopled " planet, with every single 
one of its inhabitants standing at ease on one of 
its smallest islands as for the purpose of a census 
return. 



VI. 



Tes: the island lay below lis in the moonl^ht, 
and with it all the nations of the earth in a bird's- 
eye view. Seeing them in this way, I was chiefly 
aware of their panoply of war. Many were without 
a tool ; few seemed without a weapon ; the hatless 
still wore a plume. Their armies were drawn out 
in full strength, flashing silvery radiance from 
helmet to cuirass. The section of Europe especially 
seemed one terrific array of embattled hosts, for 
all that were not in tmiform, missing the light, 
seemed of no account. The savages sometimes 
carried it over whole nations of their betters by 
the glint of their spears. 

They were human to the ear as well as to the 
ejre. A thunderous hum of clucks, gutturals, 
sibillants and drawls rose from them in an all but 
visible vapour of speech harmonized by the dis- 
tance into a kind of recitative. Numbers have a 
knack of justifying their existence in all things. 
While the individual peculiarities would have been 
odious enough at close quarters, their fusion was 
music of a kind. The sounds that carried farthest 
to us as we soared were those of the essentially 
human notes — laughter, the wail of infancy and 
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of troubled motherhood, the word of command. 
The force of instinct which had brought them so far 
without fault seemed to weaken at their journey's 
end. Now and again came the bleat of some 
straggler who had lost his tribe, or not yet found 
it, which was much the same thing. The rallying 
signal, in answer, was usually a yell of war. 

" Keep in sight, please, or I shall lose my way." 
It was Nykie asking for a return in kind of the 
guidance which she had just so lavishly lent to me. 
" Can you see father under his tree ? Reuben is 
taller than anything else here, I fancy : look oat 
for him." 

" I thought you were such a traveller ! " 

" Oh, that spin from the other end of the world t 
That's nothing when you are going errands ; and 
we liad guides. Besides, anyone can steer by head- 
lands and continents : it's the houses and trees. 
I wonder how you people get about ? " 

" I know what it all means now," she mused, 
after a pause. " It is one of the great convoca- 
tions. They only come every hundred years or so. 
Father's father, I believe, was called to one after 
the Battle of Leipsic. Did j^u ever read about 
that? Oh.kill, kill, killing— three days of it. 'Made 
in his own image ' — never ! We shall know one 
day. At present we are only just as wise as our 
principals, or just as stupid. Mostly they keep us 
going to and fro about little things, messages to 
old friends and what not— death-bed and accident 
department, you know. When it's one of their 
grand convocations, then it means business." 
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" What bosiness, I wonder ? " 
** At Leipsic ? Ab, don't ask me. I can't tell 
you more than I know. It was the astrals of the 
whole human race just as it is to-n^ht. They 
were to go back and tell their principals what 
they had seen, and it was to stop war. A fine 
stop ; they were at it again worse than ever for 
yeai3 after that. I tell you, man's in long clothes 
stm. Father's father told him it was enough to 
have stopped anything. Ever so many square 
miles of men in agony, writhing their lives out, 
and their poor moans going up to the sky. 

" Anyhow," she continued, " I'm glad I've come 
to this one. The wonderful sight ! My principal 
never dreamed of such a thing — awake or asleep. 
How should she ? She has never left her isle." 

*' It is an island, then ? '.' 

*' Don't snap me up like that," 

" An island in the South Pacific ? I'll stop the 
moment you tell me if it flies the British flag." 

" What other flag should it fly ? " said Nykie. 

*' Thanks. Now I'm quite ready to give you a 
few points. See, there are all the Chinamen in 
the world lying just below us, with Newport for 
their astral capital, instead of Peking. And below 
them, i^ain, it's both the Americas, North and South. 
' China to Peru ' ; you've heard that saying, I 
daresay ; well, they're cheek by jowl here." 

" How can that be ? I thought Why, on 

the maps " 

"Oh, a mere accident of the order of arrival; 
first conie, first served. Please remember this ia 
3* 
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not a map ; it's a box of pigeon-holes, and you've 
got to find a place for the company as they come 
to hand." 

** What's that great dark mass on the right ? " 

** Britain in Asia." 

" Why, it's more than twice the size of the 
American section ! Oh, I say ! " 

" Don't I keep telling you, Nykie, you have to 
reckon by heads, not by territories, here ? That's 
the right way to count nations, not by what they 
grab, but by what they use." 

" Dear, dear old England — ^where is she ? " 

" The real one ? " 

" No, no ; I know that — the one in the box ? " 

" Oh, her Uttle handful of the forty odd millions 
is due south, right as far as you can see." 

** It seems such a dot of a district," said Nykie. 
" Lucky they're astrals, or there might be a cry 
for elbow room." 

" Not such a dot as you think. It's quite as 
large as what we call the MetropoUtan Borough of 
Hampstead ; they're very comfortable, I assure 
you." 

" Hampstead ? — Hampstead ? "she said, pointing 
to the mainland. " I've heard talk of that place. 
Isn't it where you have your lovely Bank hoUda}^ ? 
Can we see it from here ? " 

" Hardly, I'm afraid." 

" And the French ? Oh, they are so sweet : 
they often send their ships down to our place — 
you won't find out where it is for all your asking — 
and bring us presents and ask us to dances on board^ 
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You are not to fancy this is my principal's best 
skirt," she added, looking down at her attire. 

" All the French of France are just below the 
English, in the three and a half square miles between 
Russell's Fann and Wroxall on one side, and Hoor 
Farm and Little Stenbury on the other. It's one 
of my favourite walks." 

" Oh, bother t " said Nykie. 

"Why?" 

" So many names. How can I know ? " 

" Well — say a space rather less than an average 
arrondissement of Pahs." 

" You are trying to puzzle me." 

'* I am." 

" Why ? " 

*' Oh, mere tit for tat ! What's the first and last 
letter of that island in the South Padf " 

'* I think I'll go back to father, if you don't 
mind." 

" Perhaps not till I show yon the way." 

" You seem very proud of your geography." 

" You don't mean topography by chance ? " 

*' Don't be so superior." 

" Can't help it : I know pretty well every inch 
of the island." 

" Tell me about the other nations. I hope they 
haven't put the Germans too near the French : I 
hear they sometimes have words." 

" No ; they are separated t^ the whole breadth 
of the Isle of Wight railway." 

" Go on." 

" With much pleasure. I have often walked the 
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length and breadth of our present section of Euro- 
pean Russia, between break^t and luncheon. As 
for the Asiatic section of the same empire, its 
astrats are all pigeon-holed in the greatest 
comfort and contentment over there to the left, 
in the strip between Yarmouth and East Afton." 

" I'm afraid we don't take much stock in East 
Afton down our way," she said sadly. " We don't 
pretend to know everything. Suppose I was to 
talk to you about the Peak in our island. How 
would you like that ? " 

" I should be truly gratefol, as I am now. So 
there's a peak in it. Thank you very much." 

" I could make you drop if I liked," said Nykie, 
" right into that pond. Don't be afraid ; I'm not 
going to do it." 

'* I am not afraid." 

" You are the Certified, and that's enough for 
me : I can see it by the respect they all pay you. 
I'm bound to say, though, you are not all I ex- 
pected to find you. You ought to have more dig- 
nity. Yet I could drop you, you know: your 
psychic powers are a joke for these long flights." 

*' Anjrthing but that, my charming acquaintance. 
Don't drop me, whatever else you do." 

"Don't you think you can be rather foolish 
when you try ? I don't know why I put up with 
it. Perhaps it is because you treat me as a human 
being, and that's the greatest compliment you can 
pay an astral. We are just like you ; you'd be 
astonished, if you knew; just as weak and just as 
silly, except for our powers." 
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'* Just as delightful, too, don't foi^t that." 

" We can't bear all that trembling and turning 
pale whenever we happen to look in with a message. 
Why sqninn ? I assure you, it*s thrown away 
upon us. After all, we can't be superior to our 
principals, and if our principals are donkeys '* 

" Or angels." 

"Do let us talk about something sensible." 

'* With all my heart. I was merely going to say 
that since all the Russians of Asia can be packed in 
a space between East Afton £ind Yarmouth, their 
cry for more room in their actual territory must be 
a bit of a joke. Think of that territory, Nykie ; 
why, it's just a fair half of the largest continent 
in the world. It's different with the busier half of 
Asia, lower down. They are a bit crowded. You 
see, we have nine hundred millions of astral dele- 
gates from that continent as a whole, and they have 
to stand some twelve millions to the square mile 
to find room in their half of this island. Most of 
the other populations, as late comers, are in the 
same plight. Europe, as the earliest, has pegged 
out a better claim, and is so much at its ease that 
it might stoop to tie it's own shoe-strings." 

" The Americans seem to have done pretty well," 
she said. 

" If you mean the United States variety, yes. 
Their ninety millions seem to have come early and 
got the txst places. If they had been able to 
communicate with ordinary mortals, I should 
fancy they had lobbied the parish clerks. Mexico 
and Brazil, Chili, and all the rest of them, have 
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rather less than their fair share, according to 
population — the only thing that counts here. 
As for Canada, with its mere handful of people, it 
is almost out of the reckoning. The Australians are 
in much the same plight, in the adjoining section 
between Brook and The Needles, which they share 
with Polynesia and all the other belated arrivals 
from every other part of the world.** 

" Polynesia — isn*t that where we come in ? ** 

" How can I tell, if you won't give me your 
address ? " 

"Who are those gentlemen with the white 
wands ? ** 

" The marshals of the host showing them all to 
their places." 

" The Yankees will get the best of it,*' she said ; 
" you'll see." 

" Well, you know, they are a large order. You've 
read your Whitman, of course." 

" I don't call that poetry," said Nykie. 

" It's an acquired taste, no doubt." 

Nykie still shook her head. " Did you ever 
happen to hear of Miss Eliza Cook ? That's more 
my style, if you don't mind." 



VII. 

" I WANT to see them closer." Nylde said ; " can't 
we go down ? " 

She steadied heiself for a moment, and then 
shot earthwards like a mousing bird dropping plump 
on a dinner astir in the com. I had to follow as 
best I could — I am afraid no better in point of scenic 
effect than a wrecked balloon turning somer- 
saults over its own car. 

It was unfortunate in every respect. We plunged 
right in the midst of a gang of Australian natives 
at Mother Laige's Kitchen. 

I puffed and panted rebuke, but it was thrown 
away upon her. 

" These fearful people," she murmured. 

One of the creatures — a man, no doubt, by the 
courtesy title — seemed to be hiding in a thicket of 
his own hair, with his eyes as tell-tale points of light 
to show where he crouched. The other features were 
as something chipped out of hard wood with a blunt 
tool. He was in conversation with three ladies of 
his own social circle. But no 1 

" Take me away," cried Nylde. • 

" It serves you right." 






42 ALL MOONSHINE, 

" That only makes it worse. I want to see the 
British." 

Well, this is a bit of Britain over seas." 
England, England itself, I tell you." 

" This way, miss, if you please." 

We had to skim over the Americans and the 
Africans, but it was soon done. In the former 
section, we were detained for a moment by a group 
manifestly froi% one of the colleges for women, 
radiant creatures, determined to make the best of 
both worlds in a combination of high thinking with 
living of the same — the national blend. Some of 
them were attended, as at their university, by a 
complete staff of maids, footmen, and grooms ; 
and were evidently the daughters of a Trust, with a 
keen sense of the duties of their station. They were 
in high spirits, but the members of their retinue 
seemed oppressed by the consciousness that there 
were no carriages within call. 

" Lovely I lovely ! " sighed Nykie, in homage, 
I fancy, to the astral reproductions of their finery. 
Indeed, she so far forgot herself as to try to touch 
a jacket, but checked herself in time. The others 
were just as lavish of their admiration of her, in 
their own way. 

" My 1 " 

" It's speaking EngUsh, I tell you," I heard 
another say, as though she had expected Esperanto 
or Caribboo. 

They moved on, trying to shake off another astral 
figure who was dogging their footsteps, and yet 
seemed unwilling to catch their eye. 
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It was a poor relation, and, as an American one, 
a curiosity so rare that it might make the fori:une 
of a Bamum's show. The statos of these beings 
has ever been a favourite theme of the humane 
Uterature of other lands. The avo^ion they in- 
spire in the richer members of their tribe is surely 
the most natural thing in the worid. It is a com- 
pound of the horror of failure with the sense of 
personal grievance in the tie of blood. American 
literature has hitherto had but little use for them — 
I cannot but think with a great loss of opportunity. 
It is, however, an omission highly characteristic of 
a race which, in its passion for success, has rarely 
admitted poverty as anything but a hideous acci- 
dent, like clubfoot. 

I recognized the phantom at once as an ac- 
quaintance. When first I saw him, as what Nykie 
would call a principal, he had come to attend 
the funeral of a rich relative in New York. Nobody 
wanted him there, not even, I am sure, the hover- 
ing spirit of the dead man in the " casket." It 
was but a fancy, I daresay, but methought the 
latter frowned reprobation as he lay there, visible 
through a plate-glass insertion in the lid, and 
attired in a brand new suit of the uniform in which 
he used to attend dinner-parties. The poor relation 
bad been mentioned in the will as the recipient of 
a small l^acy and a longish paragraph of advice. 
This handsome recognition of his membership of 
the dan had constrained the managers of the enter- 
tainment to send him a card of invitation. 

He felt the shame of his preKOce, even more 
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than they felt the restraint. He kept apart from 
them in his shabby and thieadbare weeds, and 
seemed to return their distant nods from a remote- 
ness exceeding even that of their place of origin. 
Their judgment of him was as nothing to his 
judgment of himself. To have fallen short of the 
attainment of wealth as a personal ambition would 
have been bad enough, but he had sinned against 
the light of a national ideal. In our older com- 
munities there might still have been a place for 
him ; in America there was none. His was no 
acquiescence in poverty as one of the blessed states. 
He had fought for the prize of millions with the 
rest of them, and had been " whipped out of his 
boots." Even in the present astral shape of him, 
I could see that these were still in very bad repair. 

The figures now passed out of sight — the failure 
still with averted gaze, as though dodging the arrow 
of a prosperous glance, and I was left alone with 
Nykie and her old importunity — " the British, 
please." So we moved on, no longer eastwards, but 
just due south, to where the coast touched the sea 
at Woody Point. 

I did not regret her new fancy. Somehow the 
scene as it stood gave me an impression of futility 
which I did not willingly entertain. This Republican 
sense of the pride of life, a thing far exceeding 
the pride of aristocracies, seemed ridiculous in the 
present setting — I know not why : perhaps the 
moonlight was to blame. It sometimes exceeds 
the sunhght in the penetration of its ray. These 
bright daughters of the sun, their outcast relation — 
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nay, the too sharply-contrasting Australian and 
his altogether impossible womankind, all b^an to 
look foolish in their several ways. 

How strangely things came about I Almost my 
first encoimter in this section was another old 
acquaintance and a compatriot. He was of that 
new classification in natural history, the multi- 
millionaire, and he had retired from business in 
both hemispheres, and built himself a castle in one 
of our most delightful seaside resorts. He had 
amassed his fortune mainly by elevating an obscure 
pill to world-wide notoriety. He had found the 
pill looking foolish as a ministrant to mere nobodies 
in the back streets of a provincial town. Having 
higher views for it, he bought the proprietary 
rights for a song. In a year from that time, it was 
dosing the universe. It was all done by ad- 
vertising's artful aid. He knew how to put his 
compound on the market as the very present help 
in tune of trouble for the parson, the lawyer, the 
squire, the man at the {dough. 

Those who did not want it began to buy it 
against the time when they should ; and, once having 
got it down, they gave it the credit of all they 
owed to nature. This was due mainly to his 
ingenious suggestion that it was an excellent 
preparation for correcting the crudity of exercise, 
cleanliness, and fresh air. These therefore con- 
tinued to toil without reward, the pill had 
the praise. He went so far as to say that 
even temperate living would do no harm, if only 
jt were mitigated in its effects by a steady use 
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of his remedy. He soon rolled in riches, and 
was now building churches and founding libraries 
as investments for posthumous fame. At the same 
time he hoped to secure a liberal discount on the 
pleasures of immortality for his use in the present 
life. His statue was ready for erecticm in the 
township at the foot of bis castle ; and what with 
liberal donations to the local charities, and the gift 
of a rood screen to the local church, the town 
was about ready for it^ It helped to relieve bim, 
by a process akin to that of phlebotomy, of what 
might otherwise have been a too plethoric fullness 
of wealth. 

He was extremely cordial, yet somehow he 
seemed depressed in spirits. 

"* Hope I see you well," he said. " How's your 
principal ? " evidently mistaking me for another 
astral. 

" And how is yours ? " I could but ask in 
return. 

" Not very fit. The money's coming in too 
fast ; that's what's the matter with us. Look 
here : between ourselves, my old partner can't sleep 
o" nights — dreams of whole populations of the glpbe 
swallerin' them things too fast for him to keep 
his income down, and wakes in a cold sweat. It's 
awful, sir; acres of human mouth gulp, gulp, 
gulping, and still refusing to close." 

" A sort of gulf of twenty thousand forums ? " 

" Eh, what ? Yes, an' every wagon-load of the 
stufi passin' over his chest like, till he can hardly 
breathe." 
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" Why not tiy investing for a loss in some other 
line of business ? " 

" No go," he said bitterly ; " everything we touch 
turns to gold. We once took up hair restorer 'for 
a lark,' and in six months we'd collared the market, 
and all the rest of the trade was growing bald with 
grief." 

" Give us a look in some day," he continued ; 
" the old shop." 

I knew wtuit he meant by this playful allusion 
— his baronial castle on the edge of the sea. I 
had often been his guest in that stately pile, 
brand new from turret to donjon — a bounder 
dreaming in stone. The banner of his recently- 
discovered ancestois Sew from its battlements, 
Sashing a challenge to all the other bunting of the 
universe to come and take "the sauce" out of its 
folds. 

On one occasion I was so fortunate as to see 
the structure during a war of the elements. The 
remembrance of Wordsworth's famous stanzas 
to Peele Castle in a storm was inevitable, and I 
had found myself murmuring the opening lines, 
though I admit with no speci.il appropriateness to 
my position as an inmate. 

The result was an unexpected and most dis- 
tressing effect of the bathos which I never could 
quite shake off. It was one of those odious mis- 
adventures in punning which are absolutely fatal 
to the sense of the sublime, and which neverthe- 
less, once in the mind, resist every effort of the will 
to dislodge them, and every monition of good taste. 
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Peele Castle became, by this grotesque association 
of ideas. Pill Castle ; and it will remain so, I feai, 
so far as I am concerned, to my dying day. I 
wrote an ode on the subject which I could never 
succeed in getting published, as it was invariably 
returned with the endorsement " Query ' Peele ? ' " 
by stupid editors who could not see the joke. 

I roused myself from this reverie to introduce 
Nykie to his notice. The force of habit was too 
strong for him ; he could not help asking her how 
bis pill was doing in the South Seas. 



VIII. 



She looked on him with the wondering eyes of a 
child. It might have been some trace of the 
savage in her ; that sort of gaze in the woman of 
civilization is now but a memory. The effect 
was new to my experience ; it at once awed and 
inflamed. 

The other was proof in his triple brass. I knew 
what was on the wretch's tongue — to make her an 
offer for her portrait as an advertisement. With 
a cartridge handy, I could have winged him with 
a box of his own wares, but I remembered my 
misadventure with bis fellow conglomerate of 
vapour and kept the peace. 

She turned from him as divine things might 
turn from things of earth. It was a bad beginning, 
I thought, for the English of her dreams. It did 
not seem to strike her in that way. They were 
expected to be delightful ; delightful as yet they 
were still to be. 

She was within touch of them now, as she floated 
in perfect freedom over the entire humanity of 
the British Isles. 

The contrasts alarmed her, startled her, held her 
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spellbound. Here, evidently, was more than she 
bad bargained for. In her island, wherever it 
might be, I suppose she saw but one section of us — 
a sort of social best in the officers of occasional men- 
of-war. Here she had us all in a bunch, in every 
grade and category — rank, fashion, wealth, and the 
great dull drab mass of lowly men. It suggested 
a nosegay made of the sweepings of Covent Garden 
after market-day — strayed rose and lily in a mass of 
common blooms grimed with the market mud. 
There were astrals of cobbler, coster, and comer 
man, of women aproned for clothing rather than 
for neatness, with others of the sex, spmce and self- 
assured to the fault of conscious superiority. 

The women especially held her as in bonds of 
eager curiosity. One and all they were evidently 
new to her experience ; and this coniinned my 
theory of a knowledge of us derived solely from the 
visits of wandering ships. 

I kept her as well as I could to our ranks of the 
better sort. Some of these, who had evidently 
started late, were dressed for party or play, and 
carried their skirts over their arms. She seemed 
to apprehend them at first entirely by externals, 
just as a savage might. Was she half a savage, 
or even a fourth or an eighth, in spite of all that 
made her as one of us ? 

" Are they always like that ? " 

She looked down with dismay at her own 
truncated attire, though it outdid all its fashionable 
rivals, I thought, in knowing when to stop. 

I took her in her humour of course, though I am 
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bound to say she might have made a better choice 
than myself for a talk about the fashions. 

" Bless you, no ; they change as often as the 
skies." 

" How many frocks, then ? " 
" Nykie, I give it up. I'll send you some pictures 
of them — will that do ? Let me see, what did you 
say was the address ? " 
" Middle of the deep blue sea." 
" No postal district ? " 
No reply. 

" The men in black and white ? Is that what 
you call a uniform ? " 

" Yes ; mostly for persons who dine every day — 
bar none." 

" Are any of them lords ? Not that it would be 
the first I had ever seen," she added, with a sort of 
break in her voice. 

" Yes, look at that elderly person, with his tie 
under his ear." 
"That I Oh I" 

" What's the matter with him ? " 
" He seems just a httle — mussed, don't you 
think?" 
" I don't speak American." 
" What's he running away from ? " 
" He's only cutting somebody. It is a racial note. 
Our very tramps in the doss-house sit according to 
their degrees in cocoa or cold water at the evening 
meal. I beheve it's called natural selection." 

" What a lot of people who seem nobody in par- 
ticular, you know." 
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" The earth-coloured people you mean ? " 

" Well, yes ; I never had the faintest idea ! 
They seemed all rulers and masters as they came 
to us. One of them was certainly a lord — but I 
thiak I told you that just now. They never said 
a word about your drab people. And look, they 
seem to stretch as far as one can see." 

" Drab's the basis of the colour scheme every- 
where, Nykie, you'll find that. It makes such a 
capital background. Then you get the picture, 
standing out from it." 

Her glance wandered to the women, " The 
wonderful creatures, the first of your side I've 
ever seen in all my life. The great big girls 1 
Come to that, I'm not such a strapper after all." 

" Athletes, I fancy." 

" What's that ? " 

" Strong women — walk or hunt all day, dance all 
night." 

" I think I could master some of them — my 
principal could, I mean." 

" Shouldn't wonder ; you're an athlete your- 
self." 

" Never heard of it. Can they swim, climb 
rocks, run down a stray goat ? That's what we call 
strong. And then what about cooking and keeping 
house ? " 

" Well, that is rather in abeyance in their set. 
But they'll get it right by and by. It's going to 
be taught in colleges for the domestic arts. Pro- 
fessors male and female, and term courses at fifty 
guineas a course. First term : bed making and 
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dusting a room. Second term : pies and puddings. 
Third ; stitching a button on a shirt. You see, you 
can't do everything at once ; and we have gone a 
little too far in small dances and week ends." 

" Who looks after the babies ? " 

" Another caste — when there are any ; but I 
fancy there's going to be a new college for that." 

" Where are the babies, by the way ? " said Nykie 
suddenly, fixing me with a glance. 

It was really most embarrassing. As a matter 
of fact there were but few in sight ; and this was 
true of the whole section, drab and multi-coloured. 
Our whole land — as you saw it displayed in its 
entire population — seemed a community gradually 
forgetting the fiist duty of the race. It was only 
a matter of proportion, of course, but it was most 
marked at Uiat. Japan, as we had skimmed its 
glittering section, seemed to abound in cultures of 
this kind ; Germany was well to the fore. Poor 
old France, of course, was where she always is in 
that line. The point was, that our country seemed 
to be following suit, as though under the malefic 
influence of an enUnte carried a trifle too far. 

" Is marriage going out of fashion, then ? " said 
Nykie, still fixing me with her eyes. " I don't seem 
to see much l>range blossom ; isn't that one of the 

" We are not without babies," I stammered. 
" Look again : you'll find 'em here and there." 

" Some, I daresay, but I'm talking of the whole 
bunch. Listen I " 

It was strange, as a matter of fact. You heard an 
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occa^onal squeal, but it was only a mere stieak 
of sound that rarely attained to the dignity of a 
solo. 

Nylde's remark was pne more nail in the coffin 
of the theory of an over-peopled world. This, then, 
was the way in which things struck an outsider at 
the first glance. There seemed to be something to 
say for it. That elegant young astral, for instance, 
at first classed as a mere dandy without a mission, 
might really have been waiting for a proposal from 
a girl with a dot. He and a young woman of his 
class stood hand in hand as at a meeting and a 
parting. One could imagine what was going 
forward.. He seemed to be taking an eternal 
leave of her, as of a being who had just one too 
many of the attributes of an angel in having no 
cash. She seemed to plead for another chance of 
making a home for him. The air of dejection among 
other conceivably portionless males of the same sort 
now excited my deepest commiseration. They 
had, no doubt, been brought up to do nothing, on 
the basis of the tastes of a gentleman. It was 
impossible to exceed their qualifications in this 
respect ; I had never seen clothing and deportment 
carried to such 013'mpian heights. The young 
women of their class positively looked coarse in 
the comparison ; and, to do these justice, th^ 
seemed quite ashamed of their poverty. 

As usual, Nykie had the illuminating word. 
" Host of your women seem to be going out to 
work," she said. 

It was so when you came to look at it. It sug- 
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gested a community wherein the men could no 
longer afford to marry, and the women had to 
look after themselves and the other one, if they 
hoped to find a mate. How vast the mileage of 
vestals on the job of getting their own living — 
girk at the pit mouth, packing girls, lady book- 
keepers, typists, clerks and what not, all working 
out some new conception of life as a perpetual 
hurry to catch a train. Vou could have sworn 
to some of them as Lancashire mill hands ; and if 
there were mothers among these, there were few 
children in sight to give them away. Others, with 
the same sort of negative distinction, were probably 
lady-helps, companions, governesses, the latter 
still above the imputation of connubial joys as 
being in charge of children that were manifestly 
not their own. Yet all, with few exceptions, were 
so clearly made for motherhood and love. Few 
looked happy in their mannish calliiigs. Some 
gruesome mischance seemed to have turned their 
comeliness and beauty into mere bye-products of 
a new-fashioned industry. Their watchword, like 
that of the slaves of Ejistem stories, -was only " ' I 
hear and I obey' " the dismal decree which has 
denied me my natural inheritance." 

I turned away despondent and sick at heart. 
Was our England a land where marriage had become 
one of the lost arts, and where " What the deuce are 
you doing with our legions ? " might be asked of 
jthe rulers of the host. 
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IX. 



The great benefit of these entire convocations of 
the human race is that you meet old friends. It 
is like knocking off all one's visits of digestion in 
a single afternoon. Who might not dine out on 
these terms ? 

As we continued our stroll by way of the Africans 
and the Americans, whom should we run up against 
but a personage widely known and honoured as 
the Baron of Beef ? 

His astral was wedged in with several others to 
the square yard — among them that of a well-known 
author who had been writing him down. In so 
far as a mere shade could do such a thing, this 
nobleman of Nature seemed to snort impatience of 
his surroundings. 

The Baron of Beef (as his friends called him, 
and as he loved to be called) was one whose acquaint- 
ance I had made at Pill Castle while en]03mig the 
hospitality of its distinguished owner. He was 
from Chicago, and a pillar of its meat trade. 

He was the very man I most wanted to see. 
Certain features of the strange scene before me 
were only to be explained by one of our real modem 
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aristocracy. I w^ about to accost him, when I 
was stopped by a matter of still greater urgency. 

"Please take me back to father at once." It 
was Nykie in a tone of command.v'S 

" Wiich father ? " I inquired, jumping at the 
thought of my long-expected chance ; " the astral, 
or the head of the firm ? " 

" Father under the tree," she said ; " the one 
right here." 

" Are we tied to time ? There's so much more 
to see. Why, it's only a stone's-throw to " 

" There's something wrong with him. He's 
fretting ; I know it, I can feel it just as if I stood 
by his side." 

We were back t^ain in a trice, and foimd him 
listless in his section of a square yard, in the com- 
pany of two South Sea Islanders, without an acute 
angle in their contours from top to toe. 

" Where's Reuben ? " asked the girl quickly. 

" Skylarkin'," returned the old gentleman testily, 
and more hke a superannuated tar in look and 
manner than ever. " An' not the only one." 

" Father, you gave me leave ; and I came back 
the moment I knew you wanted me." 

*' Right," he said, as though reporting to a 
superior. " All right in the fo'c's'le," 

" If anyone is to blame," I said, *' I hope you'll 
not lay it on the young lady. I " 

" Nobody's to blame, sir, except a fidgetty old 
man. I'm sure I'm ever so much obliged to you 
for takin' care of my gel!." 

" What's wrong with you, father ? " she urged 



58 ALL MOONSHINE. 

gently, and nestling up to his side in the place left 
vacant on her departure. 

*' I'm worritin' about the folks at 'ome. It's 
foolish o' me, I dessay, but I can't 'elp it. You see, 
I'm answerable like. I s'pose it's only my time o' 
life, but I feel somehow they^re a messin' up that 
crop of yams. They alius do, if there ain't some- 
body there to watch 'em, me or you." 

" So there is, father, me an' you both of us. We're 
only on astral duty here." 

" I know, I know ; Fm fidgettin' for all that. 
It's a way we have when there's anything amiss 
with our principals, though they don't seem to 
feel much about us. Couldn't you just go and 
see ? It wouldn't take long ; an' then I should be 
more easy in my mind." 

" If I could be of any use," I said, " I should be 
deUghted to see Miss Nykie safe." 

" That's Reuben's place," he returned ; " but I 
s'pose his head's turned too, and he's gone to see 
the sights. She can't go alone. But why should 
I trouble you, sir ? You've done enough already, 
I'm sure." 

" Oh, why can't I go by myself, anyhow ? " 
she cried. 

The supple bow curve of the woman's lips in 
anger or in mirth — ^what an argument from design I 
Assuredly it was meant to awe or to madden the 
beholder, by the maker of things. If old Paley 
had only thought of it, and kept the watch in his 
fob! 

" You're only a gell, my dear." 
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" As if I wasn't made to feel it every moment of 
my life I But I don't want to go at all. I hate 
to think of leaving you, father." 

"Who's fordn* their company on other people 
now ? Never mind me. I shall only fret more 
if yoii stay. Don't take it onkind, dear I You know 
what I mean." 

" There's hardly time, father, whatever you may 
say. Suppose anything happened on the way." 

" Time ! We're not due to leave here till cock- 
crow ; and it's only jest on the other side of the world. 
It isn't as though I was packing you ofiE to the Pole 
Star," he grumbled. " My own child, too ! " 

"Don't say another word, father, I'll go — if I 
can get leave. You've forgotten that. None of 
us can quit this place without leave." 

"No more we can't," he said testily. "Then 
you stay where )r'are and I'll grizzle. I'm only a 
silly old man." 

" I'm afraid there's something objectionable in 
the convoy, sir," I suggested. 

" Oh I " cried Nykie, " it's just a match in mis- 
understanding between both of you. Why won't 
one of you, at least, see what I mean ? " and she 
looked hard at me. 

" Can there be more than one meaning, Nykie ? " 

" No ; and it's just this. You couldn't stand the 
Atlantic even — to say nothing of the big stretch of 
water on the other side. He's only a levitationist, 
father, and a pure full-blooded mortal. His 
flights are mere drawing-room tricks. It would 
be an awful responsibility." 
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" A mortal ? Why is he among us ? '* said the 
old man, shrinking from me. "And how can he 
see us, talk to us ? What's wrong ? '* 

" Father," she said solenmly, " I think he's the 
Certified ! " 

The old fellow raised a finger, as though 
tr}ring to touch a forelock. ** Your most obedient, 
sir ; the very man ! The Certified is the only 
one as can give out the leave. They told us 
that before the start." 

" But, father, think of the responsibility. If 
anything happened to him at sea. It's no ques- 
tion, though you won't see it, of anything hap- 
pening to me." 

" Why touch the sea at all ?" he said. " You 
could take him by way of the continents. Then, 
if he had to fall, he'd only come to grass." 

" What about steeples or traffic ? " said Nykie. 
" It might be dreadful ; I could never forgive 
myself.'* 

There was something in her look, her tone, that 
gave me the strength of a new hope. Wild horses 
would not have held me back now. 

" You might ease him down," rejoined the 
ancient. " Come to that, how did you get him 
along as far's this ? '* 

" He nearly dropped once." 

" My fault," I said gallantly. 

"That wouldn't mend matters much when it 
came to picking up the pieces. But suppose any- 
thing happened to you here, father," she added. 

What would your principal say to that ? 
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Remember, people haven't got as many astrali 
as they have coats. He'd look very foolish, if he 
wanted his double, all of a sudden, and it had 
never been returned into store." 

" How can anything happen here ? " returned the 
old man. " See how quiet it all is." 

I withdrew to a neighbouring chimney pot, partly 
to relieve them of my presence while finishing their 
debate, partly to let them see that I was not so 
helpless as one of them supposed. Beyond all 
question, the scene was perfect peace — both as a 
bit of still life, and as a mass of humanity stand- 
ing at ease in its races and nations, its orders and 
its ranks. The moon, still in a cloudless heaven, 
lit up cliff and promontory, and showed the 
outlines of the coast in sharp summit and sandy 
shore against the silver sea. In another way of 
looking at it, the boundary was one of human 
shapes, for these lay over the entire surface of the 
land from verge to vei^. If there were bare 
spaces here and there, it was only because the 
island proved still too b^ for the whole population 
of the globe, or, again, perhaps because persons of 
supreme distinction claimed a sort of clearing for 
their state. Speaking generally, and with these 
allowances, the whole seagirt landscape was fairly 
covered with a human growth, though, at a 
pinch, it would certainly have offered a resting- 
place to nearly half as many millions more. 
It was populous ; I would not venture to go 
beyond that. The figures standii^ four to the 
yard in some places, in others a fraction over, 



63 ALL MOONSHINE. 

lacked no dne provision for comfort and even 
for dignity and ease. If the women in evening 
dress might have complained of some want of 
space for their skirts, that was only in the nature 
of the case. Most of them made light of the incon- 
venience and laughed as they swung their trains 
over their aims. Good humour was the note of 
the whole assemblage as far as I could see, without 
vouching for each individual case. All showed 
a disposition to please and to be pleased, as though 
in entranced submission to the soft and tran- 
quillizing influences of the scene. 

This impression would, no doubt, have been 
more nearly complete without the vast array of 
persons under arms. Yet I am bound to add that 
the very savages, civilized and other, in their 
panoply of slaughter seemed void of all purpose of 
offence. But, as the light caught the uniforms and 
weapons of the great embattled hosts of Europe, 
there were moments when the whole island seemed 
but a vast camp. The masses in civil array seemed 
but intervals of shadow in a parade of states and 
empires given up wholly to aims. It would have 
been easy to yield to the illusion that man's sole 
business in the world was to cut his neighbour's 
throat. War seemed the supreme vocation, the 
ruling industry, and all that was not war sank to 
a mere subordination of means to ends. For all 
that, there was still abundant reason for joy and 
gratitude in what was, at least, a vision of universal 
truce. 

Nykie's feelings were, I think, the same aa 
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my own. She beckoned me to her side to infonn 
me that she would do as we both wished. 

But the old man still showed some uneasiness. 
" What about Reuben ? " he asked. 

" I'll send him a message at once, if you like," 
said Nykie, and she turned to a guide. 

'* Will you be so good as to give us our address." 

" South Central Pacific Station, Freshwater 
Gate," he returned courteously, and floated away. 

" Is that a wireless ? " I asked. 

" I don't know what you mean." 

" How is it to reach yoiir biend ? " 

"How is it not to reach him," she answered, 
*' if I think it right here ? " 

" Quite snug, father ? " 

" Quite snug, my dear." 

"Good-bye, then. Remember, a thought will 
bring me back wherever I happen to be." 

She turned, and we sallied forth for that other 
island, the unknown of my hopes. 



We steered due east across the island and fnxn 
shore to shore. The night air blew on my cheek, 
and I was exhilarated by the sense of the coming 
round trip of the world. I almost outdistanced my 
companion, but I had to pay for it. As we passed 
Bembridge, I was fain to pull up on a wretched 
pretence of tying my shoe, and I knelt, puffing my 
heart out, while Nykie looked compassionately on. 

" You'll never do it," she said. 

*' It's the wretched silk in the strings ! " 

" I mean the other side of the world," said she. 

We were near a farmhouse — in its light and 
shadow a beautiful little picture in black and 
silver. All was still as death, until a beast in a 
stable dragged a creaking chain, and a watch-dog 
gave a sort of meditative growl. 

" You'll never do it," she said again. 

" Give me a chance ; we haven't started yet." 

" That's just it ; you never can start. See how 
you are panting already." 

" It's the night air." 

" I'm afraid it's the levitation. All very wdl 
for conjuring perfonnances, I daresay, but we aie 
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in for astral business now. How ever do you expect 
to get there ? " 

" We can take it easy." 

" Not so easy as all that : we must be back in 
time for cock-crow." 

I demurred, though it was but too true. We 
had thousands of leagues before us ; and, to say 
nothing of that, how could my mere earthly sub- 
stance stand the rush of the air ? 

There was a flutter in a neighbouring hen-coop, 
perhaps only the lord of the harem fighting in his 
dreams, but still disquieting. He might be capable 
of woise mischief if he sounded his clarion. 

*' Then there's the invisibihty," added Nykie. 
" People will see you if you go Uke that ; and 
there'll be a pretty bow-d'ye-do. Stones at the 
very least, perhaps guns." 

" What's to be done ? " 

" And besides, you're the Certified ; never forget 
that. Really, we've all come for you. You are on 
duty as well as we are. How are you to leave your 
post ? " 

" What's to be done ? " 

" You might come as an astral." 

" And leave myself behind ! No, thank you, I 
should be too lonely." 

" Astrals would be just as good, silly." 

" How is it to be done ? " 

" I can't say ; I wish I could. I only know that 
something happens, and off you go." 

I sank to the earth, feeling wretched beyond 
words, and yearning for " powers " in the very 
5 



66 ALL MOONSHINE. 

depths of my soul. One way or other, I had to go 
with her or die for it, now that I had my hard- 
won chance. She seemed sorry — even for herself — 
and that only made me yearn the more. It was 
agonizing. I felt that soul and body would part. 

Suddenly there was a mystical change within me, 
and, without quite knowing what had happened, 
I heard Nykie say : 

" That's right, come along," and then, as thou^ 
speaking to one we were leaving behind, " Good- 
bye ; don't you stir from here till we pick yon up 
again. Back soon." 

The words were, I suppose, addressed to my bodily 
self, now perched on the very edge of the island 
boundary, and glaring hate at me in a manner that 
was extremely disconcerting. At the same time, I 
was aware of being in perfect spiritual companifxi- 
ship with her, and of moving away with incredible 
swiftness across the shining sea. In another 
instant I had lost all consciousness of the waiting 
figure behind with the outstretched arms. I had 
been " astralized " by sheer longing ; and I was now 
her perfect equal in powers and her mate. 

We were on the continent in a twinkling — some- 
where in the neighbourhood of Antwerp, I should 
say, to judge by the forests of shipping standing 
black against the background of light. In another 
moment the sky was darkened by a magnificent 
drift of cloud, by turns dense and fleecy, which 
obscured the face of the orb. It was pure beauty 
and ravishment of aerial scenery — the tender light 
lost and found again, the disc now dimmed by 



ALL MOONSHINE. 67 

vaponr, then hidden by the darker masses, yet still 
piercing them here and there with a ray which was 
a. promise of victory. 

But we could not wait for that. We shot throt^h 
the veil at a bound, to keep in touch with the bhght- 
ness beyond by which we steered. The eCfect was 
quite extraordinary. We had now clondland for 
a base as well as a canopy, and we sailed as though 
over immeasurable heights. The clouds themselves 
took an Alpine formation ; they were in mountain 
tops tinged with light, in valle3rs of horrific gloom, 
in sharp fissures of division which recalled the 
terrors of the crevasse. There were great plains 
of cloud basking in the ray, delectable mountains 
in the distance— suffused, by a curious optical illu- 
sion, with tints of gold. Being without defined 
limits of any kind, the scene suggested a boundless 
creation. The silence, in some curious way, became 
a part of this impression, no doubt, according to 
that law of art which broadens the effect in propor- 
tion to the absence of particulars. In comparison 
with such masses, earth would have seemed narrow 
in its broadest plains. It was nature on the giant 
scale, before its belittlement by the detail of beast 
and man. When finally the clouds dispersed, the 
earth itself looked as small a thing as another moon 
in the moon's light. 

But still earth was home, and home was happi- 
ness. The glistening rivers, their lines marked in 
silver, even the great masses of forest land, were at 
least a promise of homesteads, afloat or ashore, 
where there was warmth and peace. After all, 
5' 
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universals of any kind are not for us ; ourselves bat 
parts and fragments, we are for littleness by the 
law of our being. We go to sea for the sake of the 
ship as well as by its aid ; the fish is nothing, 
as a homeless wanderer ; the bird delights t^ his 
nest. His very cage is poetry — for us. 

And when, now and then, we saw a train in the 
landscape or a faint twinkle of yellow light that 
was a peopled city, we seemed nearer than ever 
to all that man is ever to know of joy. Any soli- 
tary ray that marked a cottage brought us nearer 
stiU ; there was kinship and life. The occasional 
sounds, as of beasts in their pens, were better than 
nothing at all. The great silences, the great spaces, 
are not for man. 

The ranges of snow-tipped mountain, with their 
rigid ground plans of rock and ice, were a sort of 
relapse into the terrors of the cloud scene. Their 
summits were marked in light, their depths in 
shadow ; they would have been as giant cities, had 
they borne any suggestion of life. 

The dear earth was still near when the cities 
came in view. Yet, too often, it repelled and chilled 
by its great stretches of space where there seemed 
no sign of human occupation. There was so much 
that man had found no use for, or that had found 
no use for him, which was about the same thing. 
Nature seemed like a Norman lord with a passion 
tor mere elbow-room. The voids were terrific, as 
they spread out in a huge incalculable mileage of 
fertile land where still next to nothing pastured or 
grew. It seemed like a world waiting to begin in 
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human life, and this even in the most thickly 
peopled parts. 

Sunrise and the edge of the Russian plain — so 
much we knew from what was before our eyes. 
We had lost all close count of time, though we had 
the smse of distance unimpaired. In spite of the 
rate at which we sped, we were able, by some 
sharpened faculty, to realize every inch of the 
way. We had now traversed a good half of the 
breadth of Europe by a miracle of flight. It was 
Russia or nowhere ; we could tetl that by the 
sentry-boxes on the frontier, now blossoming into 
colour in the warmer light. We had done this 
prodigious lap at such a pace that we had gained on 
the earth in its race for the sun. It must have been 
still the dead waste and middle of the night, in the 
speck of land we had just left. 

We were now, of course, with the principals of 
that mighty multitude in the Isle of Wight — with 
the actual personalities as distinct from their 
visionary counterparts. Such of them as we saw 
seemed all unconscious of what was being done 
in their name in the fag end of the county of Hants. 
They rose to salute the sun, for hardly one of them 
but stood a moment upright and gazing upward, 
as though in some state of feeling that was prayer. 
The orb was the accustomed sight of every morning 
of their yearly round, yet evidently it was also the 
peromial wonder. The radiance of that well-nigh 
intolerable splendour searched every quarter of the 
slcy, with a sort of promise everlastingly renewed 
of happiness and joy. To see it but once is to 
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have a sort of mdimentaiy religion for a lifetime ; 
and to see it every day is still to know no weariness 
of its glories. 

Grand as it was, it reminded me in a curious way 
of a very small thing — a plan of the battle of 
Waterloo I had once seen at a fair. In the (me 
scene and in the other, the tiny figures engaged 
with much the same gravity in the epic concerns of 
their little day. Those of the model, in recoil 
and rally, charge and rout, decided the destinies 
of the world in a space of three yards by five. 
The Cockney sightseer looked on, wondering that 
it should have been so simple as all that. The 
puffs of wadding dropping from the pipe stems were 
belching cannon ; the tufts of pareley, the wood 
through which Wellington must have retreated, 
to his utter confusion, h£ul he failed to make good his 
hold on the plain. So, for me, all the essentials 
of a great drama of life were gathered together in 
the perspective of the scene below. The labourer 
went to his toil, the shepherd to the release of his 
flock, the soldier to morning exercise in clattering 
squadrons, of which the music of steel and hoof 
and champing bit came ^intly to my ear. Beau- 
tiful it was as it decked the great diampaign 
with human figures, with the bird on the wing, and 
the earth-bound cattle rising straight frran bed to 
breakfast without an interval for any other care. 
The more spiritually-minded horse — ever the 
mystic's favourite — started straight off (or bis 
mommg gallop before putting hts nose to the 
ground. 



XI. 

Though we saw the Russian sentry-boxes, we were 
still on the safe side of them, and, as I judged, 
somewhere in the neighbourhood of Bukarest. 
The glorious river, rushing on its last lap to the 
sea, was the Danube or nothing. It was impossible 
not to yield to the exhilaration of such a sight, 
and not to long to make hoUday with the stream, in 
the line of its course. A dip southwards, and in 
a few moments more we were in the rose gardens 
of Rumelia. I had steered that way on purpose, 
for I wanted to show Nykie a wonder of the world. 

" Where are we now ? " she asked in a murmur 
of sheer happiness, as we came to a hovering halt 
within less than a hundred yards of the blooms. 

" In Paradise, if you don't mind." 

" Near enough for me, at anyrate." 

The beauty of it t the vast fields of waving 
com and the miles of roses, all won from the arid 
steppe. The girls were afield in troops, a scheme 
of black and white, in skirt and bodice, with a white 
rose as crown for the raven hair. They were gather- 
ing in the flower crop, with their booted male 
kind in chaise of the teams. It was still the old 
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Roman breed of the mother province on the other 
side of the mountain — the breed that still talks of 
Father Trajan over its cups. 

Happy were we as we looked at it, for it was a 
sort of promise that man might soon recover the 
Eden of his dreams, if his passion for domination 
left him free for the quest. Oh, for a generation 
of peace and the thought of peace, to break the 
habit of the blood feud for ever ! 

" Hadn't we better be getting on ? " It was 
Nykie rousing herself from her trance. 

" A moment more — if only to pray that the 
moment may never pass." 
" I hope you haven't lost the way," said Nykie. 
" How could I, with such a guide ? " 
" Oh, don't rely on me ; we were led by one of 
the marshals." 

" Bartholomew or Ravenstein is good enough 
for me. I've got it all in my head: we've only 
to coast the Black Sea and its little brother Azof, 
and then — a straight run for the Caspian." 

The beautiful vision faded as we turned away, 
and soon we were in the great Russian plain, and 
still in the immense belt of fertility, actual or 
potential, that girdles the globe. Yet, for thousands 
of square miles, happily not quite continuous, the 
maids might have echoed the cry of Nixon's pro- 
phecy, " Mother, mother, here's a man !" There 
were but little tufts and bunches of peoples and of 
settlement. A speck far to our left was probably 
Kieff, another under our lee was certainly Kharkoff, 
for we flew in a bow curve with Astrachan at the 
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end of the dip. We had skimmed the breadth 
of Europe now; and Europ>e, according to the 
computations, measures close on four million 
miles. And yet all this almost unimaginable 
harbourage of human kind cannot give three square 
meals a day to a population that can be folded 
with the greatest ease in a corner of the Isle of 
Wight. At that very time, as I remembered, 
Russia was sending the hat round for famine- 
struck populations. Who will audit the accounts 
of the bounteous earth ? 

We lingered over a garrison town, as I wanted 
to show Nykie the morning parade. She had 
her childlike delight in the pretty uniforms 
and the glitter of the weapons, the smart officers 
in grey and silver with facings of velvet or fur, 
the stocks and stones of the rank and file, fresh 
from their peasant homes and their barbarously 
cultured fields. The little officer things flitted 
about as so much dust in a ray, and she clapped 
her hands at them like a second Miranda. After 
parade, as she still clamoured to see more of them, 
we hovered awhile over the skylight of their 
mess-room. They were swiUing champagne, early 
as it was ; and magnums of that delicacy stood on 
the table, Uke so many " objects of piety." With 
these were certain cones of sugar-loaf, as appurte- 
nances of the cult. Now began the business of the 
morning service. They drenched the cones with 
the wine, till it ran down and filled with sticky 
effervescence the great silver dishes below. Then 
they ladled the mess into their glasses, and, as 
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I supposed, by their laughter and gestures, 
hiccupped their toast to the mom. With that, 
the silly creature clapped her hands again. 
Then, for the first time, I felt that she might be 
something short of perfection, and I led ofi in a 
huff to the Caspian. 

" Was I cross with her," she asked, as we 
passed through still another belt of territoiy 
merely awaiting right owneiship and use to ^ 
the entire nation to the gullet. 
" No ; only with the whole human r^x." 
I had promised to show her the beautiful women 
of Rezan in the central plain. With their pretty 
imocks all mapped out with embroidery, their head- 
gear with the short clustering cuils and soulful eyes 
beneath, they were things to thank God on in the 
devotional sense. Instead of that, she saw no more 
now, with my connivance, than the filthy huts 
where sometimes the symbolic lash of marital 
authority, handed to the male at weddings, still 
hangs on the wall. It was my punishment as 
well as hers ; but what o' that ? I had the st^ace 
of her pang. 



xn. 



I WAS glad to escape from Europe, with its 
[Wipetual nmniiig sore of war. In the very Eden 
of the rose gardens, we heard them talking of 
murder, arson and rape in Macedonia I 

We entered Asia by crossing the Caucasus to the 
south of the chain. After this, and with an arrow 
flight over the inland sea, we were in the Khanates 
in no time. My companion was quite submissive 
now. I think the sight of races, nations and cities 
had awed her as with a sense of the bigness of 
the world. She had told me funny stories of 
her island, still without naming it, but from what I 
gathered, it was far smaller than the Wight. 
And, to come from this to the mighty balance of 
the woiid, made her feel meek. She was evidently 
fresh for cosmic impressions, in spite of her 
previous voyage. She and all the astral levies 
of the Pacific had been personally conducted to 
Europe ; and this had made them as unobservant 
as so many bales of goods. 

We plumped into Khiva in the early morning, 
and strolled through the bazaars — of course, un- 
observed. The only difference, since I had seen 
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it over a quarter of a century before, under 
the guidance of a great Russian painter, was in 
the paved streets; the modem shops, the prome- 
nades, the rectangular gardens, and the band- 
stands of western civilization. Beyond all this 
the whole region was still the changeless East, the 
East of begging dervishes, nomad herdsmen and 
huntsmen, wide wide worlds of grazing plain, and 
Kirghiz kibitkas on the steppe. The lordly graziers 
put up at night in their palatial snuggeries of 
felt, and yarned the " Arabian Nights " much as 
their fathers had done before them. Beautiful 
it was to my soul this sense of the continuity of 
the simple life. So Abraham lived, sure of his 
sunrise every morning, his seethed kid at noon, 
and at night his chestnut of anecdote, his stars — 
everything but the pipe that was the blessing of 
a later dispensation. The women unpacked the 
tribal gods for him at every day's halt, cooked the 
dinner, and swapped the scandals of the wild with 
the caravans passing the other way — a crop some- 
times as scanty as the herbage for the camels 
between the wells. 

This is still the life, and the Russian garrisons 
are but the accident of it. The Tsar rules only as 
policeman-in-chief ; the subject population lives 
at its ease of security and peace. There is no 
development, for nobody wants it. The railway 
is there for the uses of the garrison, and the native 
is good enough to see no objection. The cattle 
everywhere, our own Devons and Jerseys included, 
no doubt acquiesce on the same principle in the 
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lordship of man. How kind of him to undertake 
all the labour that belongs to the perfect enjoyment 
of the cud 1 He is their slave and they know it, 
while he only thinks himself their master. For one 
who is aware of this their secret it is hard to look 
them straight in the face. What depths of ironic 
scorn of our race below the broad expanse of a 
Northern's brow I 

The Kirghiz asks no more than the quiet 
enjoyment of his plains. And such plains 1 Ye 
festering, fiea-bitten, hunger-nipped wretches of our 
bloated cities, come hither, come hither, come 
hither, if some mighty one but knew how to 
bring you, and get your bellyful of food and Ught. 

We overtook one of the camps of these happy 
vagabonds at the moment of striking tents for 
the day's march. The rugged shepherd folk, in 
their flowing garments made to preclude all undue 
enei^ of labour, were rolling up the great walls of 
felt, and making bundles of them for the kneeling 
camels. The stark-naked children played in the 
lush grass, while the women piped to them in the 
shrill music of their lingual note to come and be 
dressed. The patriarch and leader was the last 
to stir. He was at the door of his kibitka with all 
his household around him, and busy with orisons 
to Allah that were also salutations to the morning 
sun. It is a service to the orb that goes round the 
world, like our own drum-beat, to impose a sort of 
brotherhood on peoples and on faiths. He was an 
ample person in every particular — in his outlook 
over the vast acreage of fleeces, all his own, and over 
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mead and prairie beyond, in his very beard stretch- 
ing to his waist, in his baggy breeches which were 
bat a petticoat-maker's second thoughts. He 
seemed supremely content with himself, with life, 
with nature, with circumstance, with God. Hie 
service over, his people feU to work on the tent, 
and soon added it to the marching k>ad. Mean- 
while, he took his hawk from a small boy in attend- 
ance, and after compliments to the creature, sent 
it spinning for a luckless bird which was but a speck 
in the blue. I did not wait to see the inevitable 
issue, chiefly by way of sparing my companion's 
nerves. In a second we were higher than bird or 
quarry, and speeding on our way to Samarkand. 

Tamerlane was still under his slab in the great 
mosque. How exquisite the sense of these com- 
pleted transactions in history and in hfe, the 
cool calm house of prayer, its gleam of marbles 
subdued by the soft light, the lordly man-hunter 
snugly tucked up below the entablature, his de- 
vastated world at peace. It has known little else 
but the peace he gave it with his awful sword. 
Where he passed the very flowers must have 
thought twice about trying to grow again, while 
the nations gave it up altogether as a bad job. All 
the nonsense has been taken out of the humanity in 
the shadow of his tomb : in an endless repetition 
of yesterdays, they follow the gentle Ufe of the 
East. 

A cry from Nykie served to testify the cost of 
the process. We were going strong for the Roof of 
the Worid, on our way to China, when we | 



ALL MOONSHINE. 79 

over multitudes of squat pyramids that gave a 
peculiar feature to the landscape. The curiosity 
of the sex is well known ; they never can leave 
a new aspect of things alone, especially when it 
seems of no importance. She had swooped down 
to see, and found that every pyramid marked a 
place of skulls where the conqueror had tidied up 
after his day's work. Human, skulls they were all 
too surely, and they glared out of eyeless sockets — 
some growing wild roses — their wonder at the ways 
of Providence. 

Beyond the Roof of the World lay our India, 
almost as something to be seen in the next street. 
But it was not for us. We were out on business, 
and we had to deny ouiselves the sight of one of 
the greatest masses of men on the face of the 
planet. It was all the more annoying because 
these aggregations are still rare in Asia in propor- 
tion to its size. The population of that endless 
continent, as we saw it in our fiight, seemed merely 
to dot and speckle it, as fltes might do the dome of 
St. Paul's. 

Away and away : we were with the Chinaman 
now, and in a civilization which might yet last for 
ever if only it were let alone. We had got quite 
clear of the foreign devils of his sea coast ; and 
everything we saw was of the inunemorial past 
for good or for ill. It seemed an empire of garden 
land, cultivated to a point visible, in its al^lute 
perfection, only under the microscope. The very 
waterfalls were trained, the mountain summits 
brushed and combed ; the classes, if not the masses. 
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seemed all-sufficient to themselves, as though con- 
scious of no boundary to their imperial system but 
the plain of Heaven. 

One of the garden-parties in the far, far interior 
attracted my regard, and in that tantalizing way 
as of things seen before, but in places and circum- 
stances difficult to locate. The master of the feast 
was in loose robes, he was whiskered as with the 
tufts of a dragon, he carried a golden rod in his 
hand. Was it a dream figure, was it the god of a 
porcelain vase ? No, it was more intimately human 
and alive than that. The expression was of moony 
mildness and perfect self-satisfaction. He seemed to 
have brought his entire being to a state in which 
it was just so. He walked as in a garden of 
dream, attended by a troop of young people, 
and by a sort of courtier band of dependents. It 
was so strange, so fascinating, that at Nylde's 
earnest importunity we — invisible and intangible, of 
course, as before — dropped down in the very centre 
of the walk through which he was to pass. Presently 
he was joined by a lady whose face was as a portrait 
painted on an egg, and who came from a sort of 
pagoda in the rear. She was borne in a palanquin, 
and the gilt-edged toe of her small shoe peq>ed 
just over the edge. He advanced to meet her with 
every sign of deference and respect ; and as this 
brought him full face on me I identified him with 
the whole group at once. I had seen him, with his 
wife children and attendants, packed in the astral 
form on a knoll of Carisbrook, and still keeping 
themselves to themselves. 
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" He looks like something out of a pie-dish," said 
Nykie. 

" Thank you, my dear, now I can place him at 
once. He is the willow-pattem man." 

" We've a whole dinner set like him on our 
island." she said. " They were left by one of the 
King's ships." 

Yes, it was the willow-pattern man. I can 
describe him in that way only as to the circum- 
stances of his personality : the atmosphere, the 
details, were not exactly the same. "Die garden 
was the garden of that imperishable memorial 
of the Chinese ideal which has reached our bar- 
barous people a second time by the happy accident 
of commercial enterprise. To think that such a 
treasure of historic art and manners should be at 
the mercy of every scullion ! However, we have it, 
and we must never lose it again. It is old China 
of a verity, though for our degrading uses, mere 
earthenware — the China of the civilization that 
keeps itself to itself, and that has found its all- 
sufficient secret in a region of morals and of ineffable 

" Look at him now," said Nykie ; " isn't he a nice 
old gentleman ? " 

He led the small-footed lady round the garden, 
still in her palanquin, and assisted her to 
aUi^t under a willow which was own cousin to the 
<me on the plate. The tree dropped its branches 
into a winding stream all alive with goldhsh on 
perfectly good terms with the family, and bobbing 
their heads out of the water to be fed. Meanwhile, 
6 
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an attendant issued from the pagoda with a hoge 
and rather clumsy-looking guitar. 

" He's going to sing to her," said Nykie, " you 
see? " 

He was, and, alas 1 he was also going to play. 
He first tuned the instrument and struck a few 
chords, and then raised voice and acannpaiiiment 
in notes so high and piercing that they seemed 
drawn from the very heart-strings of tormented 
souls. It was beyond, not the possibilities ooty, 
but the wildest dreams associated with our scale, 
yet it kept interval and gradation with the utmost 
nicety. He played from a huge score like a 
railway after a shock of earthquake, and this was 
held before him by two attendants whose eyes 
streamed with tears. Their mistress was in teaxs 
too, and with her the whole family. It was evi- 
dently a most moving performance. The voice was 
as strange as all the rest. Where it was not on the 
very mountain tops of the high note, it sank into a 
hoarse recitative which suggested some deliverance 
of doom from a sibyl's cave. 

When he had come to aa end of it, he led his 
lady to the door of the house and dismissed her 
with an obeisance. The children and the attend- 
ants, at the same time, took their leave of him with 
marks of deference curiously varied according to age 
and standing, and the attendants withdrew. Then 
he sat down to a book, bound in satin, which had 
been left on the table for his use. 

From beginning to the end, thesi^t was {ascfaiat* 
ing to me as the sheltered life achieved. " Hen^ 



ALL MOONSHINE. 83 

said I to my companion, " is an old gentleman, the 
pattern of hundreds of thousands of other old 
gentlemen, who, in spite of war and of domestic 
broil, have fought it out in their own line of ancestral 
notions through countless ages. He has his philo- 
so{Ay, his poetry, his religion of pure good be- 
haviour, all so (Afferent from those of the rest of 
mankind ; and, so far as he sees, there is nothing 
in life or history to put him to shame. It is hard to 
believe that he has ever koown check or defeat, or 
that The Peking Gazette has ever breathed a word 
to him of the loss of his country's principal 
port of war. He has the perfect poise of the 
idea that all progress is a manifest absurdity, 
and that we have only to get back, as soon as pos- 
sible, to a golden age of life, manners and conduct, 
and there stick fast. China, he thinks, has found 
the secret ; wretched men have tried to impair 
her enjoymrat of its blessings ; she will foil them, 
and attain her full deliverance from the clatter of 
the grooves of change. Then, the peace in which 
you may hear a pin drop will be hers to the end of 
the world. 

" Dear me I " said Nykie. 

We descended, and I peeped over his shoulder. 
It was as I had expected : his booklet was the 
" Tai'-Shang Kan-Ying P'ien." Thus much I could 
see by the title, thanks to the labours of an American 
scholar who has printed original and translation 
side by side. It was the great " Treatise of the 
Exalted One on Response and Retribution," the 
dasnc of Chinese ethical relations with the ruler 
6* 
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of the universe. This last word to the race, 
by some disciples of old Lao Tze who are not 
above taking a hint from Buddhist and Zoroas- 
trian, has for centuries ruled the Chinese mind. 

He wagged his pow at passages, smiled, contem- 
plated his finger nails in their cases, and gave them 
a furtive polish on the edge of hts robe. What he 
read in his own ancient edition I could only guess 
at, but I was free to think that he might be chuckling 
over the exploits of the detective spirits that ever 
abide in man, and report him periodically to Heaven 
for all misdeeds. 

He turned to one of the illustrations, once more 
with the self-satisfied smite of the peace that passeth 
understanding. I knew the picture full weU. It 
was Ti Chun, the Lord Superior (also called 
Wen Chang), accompanied by two attendants, and 
welcoming the good man and his family as they are 
carried up to Heaven. The neighbours below 
witness the scene for edification — some on their 
knees. The good man is one who has lived accord- 
ing to the maxims ; and, thanks to my translation, 
I had many of these by heart. They are about 
on the same level of worldly propriety and worldly 
prudence as those in Poor Richard's Almanack, 
and they suggest a pooling of spiritual interests 
as between that publication and Sandford and 
Merton. Yet lo t they have fashioned one of 
the greatest polities in history ! 

I recited a few, at a venture, to Nykie, the while 
she listened with a pouting lip. 

" The wicked are of those who ' recklessly cut 
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cloth to waste,* and, for a lower depth of infamy, 
they have been known to * wish their creditors to 
die.' " 

" I don't call that much of a Bible," she said. 

" * They narrow the measure, they lighten the 
scales, they reduce the peck.* " 

" What's the good of taking those trifles up to 
the skies ? In our country they'd settle them with 
a fine." 

" As wives, Nykie, the wicked now and then 
dare to ' lack propriety towards their father-in-law 
and their mother-in-law.' " 

" I'm sure they are enough to provoke a saint 



*' The daughters-in-law ? " 

" No, the mummies." 

" The wicked have also been known to ' spit at 
falling stars.' " 

'* Why not wait till the stars complain of it ? " 

" ' Facing the north, they use bad language.' " 

*' Well, well ; I suppose I must give them 
up." 

" That's only because they haven't said enough 
nice things about women," I said tartly. 

" And a very good reason, too." 

" You are all alike ; you'd forgive anybody's 
sins, if he was only ' sweet ' to you." 

" Why shouldn't we ? " 

" Because women are on their trial, Nykie." 

" What have they been doing — nothing I hope 
to the falling stars ? Why can't you let them show 
that they are jitst themselves ? " she added wrath- 
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folly. " Won't that do ? Are the men all perfect, 
I wonder ? Haven't some of them, even, their 
little ways ? " 

" That's another matter ; there are the generous 
faults of strength." 

" Oh, we're tired of being always good. Why 
can't you take us as we are. We're not going to be 
like you, or even to try. We've too much respect 
for our Maker, if it comes to that. Have you ever 
tried forgiving your own sins ? it's not half a bad 
way." 

I changed the subject. " Hurry up ; all aboard 
for Nanking." 

We now sped southwards through a vast expanse 
which stands in the guide-books as " densely popu- 
lated." Yet this, again, was but the dome of 
St. Paul's speckled with a few more flies, and about 
as lonely as ever^ The immense desert of Gobi 
had to be left behind ; but, from a glimpse of its 
southern border, I should still be disposed to rank 
even this region among the great misunderstood. 
At any rate, I should like to give it another chance. 
It is not all the " sea of sand " of evil report. TTie 
Mongolian gets his living there, with his camels, his 
horses, and his sheep, and I have no doubt that, 
under proper management, parts of it would cut up 
into eligible building lots. You never know till 
you try ; and man is always in such a huny not 
to try. People are left so very much to themselves. 
It is polite, no doubt, but it may go too far. Your 
Highlander is said to owe some of his second si^t 
to his wretched fare. Anjwne might see visions 
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after an indigestion of carrageen moss. It is 
whispered that, if prop>erly approached, he would 
be very glad to exchange these delights for more 
eg^ and bacon. No doubt this would turn the 
Keltic movement into a decaying industry, but there 
mi^t be compensation. He is said to be quite 
tired of scratching his back in the interest of the 
booksellers. What a life — always as poverty- 
struck as a dead millionaire 1 



XIII. 

We saw the last of China at Nanking ; and, at Naga- 
saki, the first of Japan. 

It is imfKffisible to resist the fascination of this 
people. They are a perpetual challenge to curio- 
sity. They seem to take a wicked delight in giving 
the lie to all our conventions : other pec^les are 
content to be themselves ; this one is determined 
to be everybody else. It is a mass with no more 
trace of identity in its units than a layer of cockle- 
shell on a garden walk. We accept senile decay 
as destiny ; they, with a past that dates from the 
night of time, are now busily engaged in a highly 
successful attempt to get themselves bom all over 
again. It is crabbed age reverting to youth as 
with a potion or the touch of a wand. History 
has never seen anything like it in its presumption, 
or in its success — everywhere the miracle of the 
new birth of the old nation, and mother and child 
both doing well. 

As for the religion, I took Nykie into their 
temples, only to find that it was not there. It was 
in a million homes, where every inmate was taught 
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from birth to death to hold sell as a thing of no 
account. 

We went into one of these, and found all serving 
one another, and looking beyond the living to 
their fellowship with the spirits of the dead. The 
little gimcrack dwelling, a thing scarcely made 
with hands, was the real charch, and the cult was 
in all sorts of beantiful observances of filial piety. 
It was the hour of the morning meal, and they were 
feeding the ancestors by a formal offering of 
viands, before touching a morsel themselves. They 
were also reciting prayers, which I knew by 
my reading to be sheer submissions to the will 
of the spirits of the hearth, of the family, of the 
tribal, the national, and the imperial gods, and, 
finally, of the deities of arts and crafts, lest there 
should be any loophole left for the eccentricities of 
a purely human will. 

This was their old Puritan foundation. But 
centuries ago, when they thought they wanted 
something to touch it with art and beauty, they 
deliberately gave it a helpmeet in another faith. 
The two run together to this day, the one as 
unction, the other as grit. Their beautiful soft- 
ness and tenderness of manner, their love of little 
children, of one another, of nature, are but part 
and parcel of this concept of life. The whole as 
the one thing needful, the part as nothing — what 
else could come of it but the humility which is of 
the essence of good breeding. 

The tea-house in the open, with the squat tables 
tpnaA under the pink and white blooms, was some- 
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how in the same note. It was not merely a fiAt» 
of refreshment for the living ; it was also, and, above 
•II, a rendezvous for the spirits of the dead. Here 
be ancestors : let us watch and pray. Every branch 
was, so to speak, a nesting-place for these countless 
fathers and mothers looking on, and it was trimmed 
into beauty solely that they m%ht have a good 
time on the earth which was still their heritage 
and under their care. The parks and gardens 
seemed all alive with them ; theirs was occupancy 
and possession, the laughing crowd below was bat 
the thing that passed. 

The little women, with their bundles of babyhood 
at their backs, were the delight of the majestic 
Nykie. " Here," I cried, " is a sort of quintessence 
of the system — acceptance, resignation, the total 
denial of self. Their smile is as the anile of 
cloistered nuns who have given up all. The poorest 
washerwoman of them is a t}^ of an ideal of 
life and duty in which our almost mystical 
number one has no appreciable part." 

Nykie hovered about them, as one knelt to 
tie the other's bow behind, and another squatted 
at her toilet with the hand mirrors and bmshes 
and pots of paint and unguent, the plant of the 
process. She hovered over their dances the while 
some, robed in silk that seemed all flowers, touched 
the guitar as orchestra, and others hardly too big 
to have been detached from the watch-chain of 
a mine -owner moved in and out in stately 
evdutions to the time kept by the beat of their 
own fans. She spied on them as they knelt again 
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to write their letters od the rdls,Iike virgin wall- 
paper, that were to bear the flower-light harden of 
tb^ thoughts. 

*' Their devotion," I observed to my com- 
panion, by way of improving the occasion, " is the 
more touching as they have given it all to man. 
He alcme seems to have the right of passing it on 
to the gods." 

" Dear little darlings 1 " said Nykie ; and then 
she added : " Silly little fools I " 

" Your futures dfm't seem to run in pairs. 
Which will you have ? " 

She mused a moment. " If you don't mind, I 
think ' silly Uttle fools.' " 

" That seems rather hard." 

" ' Poor things,* then, if yon like. I mean, you 
know " 

" Go on." 

" Well, isn't one just a little tired of their ever- 
lasting self-sacrifice ? Why not live a little for 
the odd number ? " 

" Can't you live for the two — ' giving unto Caesar ' 
— and so on ? " 

" These people don't seem to let that way have 
a chance. I'm talking of the women. I could have 
said something on the other side, when you were 
going on about their smile of cloistered nuns. I 
could have said something then." 

" Say on." 

" Well, why can't they hand their gifts to the 
gods for themselves ? You'll find that every- 
where : all the approaches to Heavoi are made by 
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the men. They've kept that part of the business 
in their hands. Fancy a woman as a priest — 
wouldn't you all laugh I You've stolen oar very 
petticoats for that work." 

" Deaconesses," I ventured to suggest. " How 
should we get on without them ? Believe me, even 
in the service of the altar you are not denied a 
career. It is the division of labour : theol<^ 
might give you headaches." 

" Do you suppose that makes it any better for 
us ? I wish you'd tiy once to feel not only that 
you are bossed in life in everything you do, but 
that you ought to be. Just see how you'd like it. 
It wouldn't matter if you were a real right down 
inferior, like a cat or dog. Then you'd be resigned, 
or better than resigned ; you wouldn't know any- 
thing at all about it. But to be always yearning 
to boss yourself, and then to be tormented with 
the horrid doubt that it's — well, not wicked, hut 
silly. What was the yearning given for? Why 
can't the doctors cut it out of us at birth ? Think 
of it — the feeling that, whatever you try for, you'll 
never be anything better than second best." 

" A certain want of reasoning power perhaps," 
I faltered. " Your intuitions — very beautiful, I'm 
sure ! " 

" Oh, I don't care two straws about the machinery. 
Why haven't we the right to live by it, whatever 
it is ? Have artists much of your precious ' reason- 
ing power,' or poets ? Yet you don't make them 
take a back seat. These dear little women in this 
dear Uttle country would just make me cry, if I 
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had such a thing as a pockethandkerchief. I tell 
you, we all feel it — savage and civilized. I know 
it. I'm a savage myself, though they caught me 
young, and ran me through the catechism. We 
had a woman from Nyasaland on our plantation. 
She was a beast of burden. She told me that, when 
a woman met a man, in her coimtry, she had to step 
aside and kneel and clap her hands, although he 
might actually be her own slave. She said that this 
was what it used to be anyhow, and that she had 
actually done it when she was a child- Business is 
business : in spite of the property question, she 
was the inferior thing. Look at these little Jap 
women, haven't you seen them, old and young, 
bowing to everybody — to their parents and big 
brothers at the start, then to the husband and to 
his parents, no matter how they treat her. Nature 
ought to have given them a hinge in their back. 
Perhaps she has, and that's why they wear the 
bow." 

I began to agree with Nykie when we peeped 
into one of the new factories. It was submission 
carried to the verge of the practical joke. The 
little women had been drafted into this servitude 
by thousands to make fortunes for the bold middle- 
men of all races, not excepting those of the Levant. 
The toil is labour turned into a torment of the 
nether world ; the hours — well, from when you 
wake in the morning till when you drop at night. 
And all for just as much as will keep body and soul 
together on a mess of rice. 

" They'll have to go through another new birth," 
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I said to Nylde, " bigger than anything that has 
happened to them yet — to put humanity in the 
place of the great ancestor and the feudal lord, 
and, above all, not to substitute the bagman for 
either. They've got a good start ; they've been 
hardened like the diamond by ages of pressiue, and 
their public life was always a religion. They can 
take on new religions better than any other people 
on earth. Why not make it next time a religion 
of loyalty to the livii^, and to all the living ? 
The dead have earned the r^ht to their rest. 
Officially, I believe, some of their caiftes are still 
classed as ' not human beings.' Don't you think 
all these outsiders want a little more encotirage- 
ment ? The little women, for instance, must come 
into the new reckoning, or the little men will never 
get it right." 

She was silent, as though absorbed in her own 
thought. 

I tried again : " The factories and the war, I 
fancy, are going to be an end of Old Japan." 

Still never a word. 

" I am bound to say, Nykie, that I think these 
are handsome concessions, and that they deserve 
some kind of acknowledgment." 

" Yes, sir," she said quite meekly, and drcq^iing 
her eyes. 

" How very respectful t Please make a bit of 
a show of fight. It upsets one." 

" Perhaps it was rather forward of me, sir, to 
say what I said just now. I daresay it isn't my 
place." 
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" Oh, please, Nykie, say it all over again, il you 
feel that way. I like you best so." 

" It is just a sort of feeling," she said, in the 
same tme of submissicm. " I've no doubt you 
know more about such things than I do. I felt 
quite strange-like in the Isle of Wight when I saw 
how your women stood up to your men. We 
haven't been brought up like that in Asia — and 
Asia's me, you know." 

" I sometimes fancy it's all of you : one extreme 
and then the other extreme ; and look out foi 
ructions either way. But never mind Asia, Nykie. 
Think of the British blood in you and have your 
fling." 

" Do you suppose I don't think of it," she said, 
with a fierceness that still had something of the 
savage in it. " But how can I forget the other half 
of me is South Sea ? Wrath, devilry, and fear at 
the bottom of it all— that's what's the matter with 
us. Sometimes I feel as if I could shake people 
— utter strangers : and, when that's all over, 
I could just sink down and beg pardon at their 
feet. It was the thought of these poor little things, 
bowing to everybody all their lives, that brought it 
on. But perhaps that's what we've got to do, if 
we want a quiet life. I wish I was home again. 
We're Christians, you know, specially Sundays ; 
it makes one feel so nice. But oh 1 I've got the 
South Sea in me, and the South Sea is fear of men, 
with all sorts of other wickedness. I could say my 
prayers to trees and stones and such like some- 
times — I swear I could. Then I get over it and go 
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in for iiist prize for hymns in our meeting-house. 
I've got my shivering fit on, just now, and I'm sony 
I spoke. I shall be better by and by." 

It was the call of Asia. For all that, I was glad 
to remember that they didn't know everything 
down in the cradle of the race. 



XIV. 

I LOOKED away from her, and stood silent upon a 
peak of a joss-house in Tokio, in the absorption of 
the glory of the Pacific, now full and fair in sight. 
When I turned again to pester her with my futile 
" impressions," I was without a mate. 

What had become of her ? 

I hovered over the public gardens, still without 
daring to move out of range of the spot where she 
had left me, and where, no doubt, she expected to 
find me again. The fear of losing her was too 
distracting. I was in a torment of conjectures 
and plans which I felt to be perfectly hopeless, 
when I saw a shape in the distance, and shot 
down — to find Nykie again. 

" All right at home," she said simply, and with- 
out a word of apology. " Now we can go back as 
soon as yon like." 

" Oh, do please explain ! " 

" Our people, you know — in the little island — 
down there " — and she pointed southwards to 
the immeasurable blue of sky and sea. " It struck 
me that I might just go and do father's errand, 
while you seemed so busy with your own thoughts." 

It was bitterly mortifying. She had given me 
7 
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the slip then, and I had crossed the world on a fool's 
errand after all. 
" Your people ? " 

" Yes, they are all quite well. It was a false 
alarm." 

" Delighted — I'm sure." 

" I don't see why you should be so cross about 
it." 

" I'm afraid we are made to misunderstand one 
another. Pardon me if I also fail to see why you 
should be so sly." 

" That's rather a hard word. I hoped I was 
always straightforward." 

" In your flights, I daresay. I'm talking of your 
actions." 

" What have I done ? Did I ever promise to let 

you see where I live ? Didn't I always say- " 

" Oh, please, don't say anything more. Shall 
we turn back now for the Isle of Wight ? I had 
hoped to return by San Francisco and New York, 
and to show you a little more of the world." 

" You have been so very, very kind, I'm sure. 
I don't know what I should have done without you 
to explain things." 

" I'm not so presumptuous as to offer my escort." 
I said coldly ; " but I'm afraid our route lies the 
same way. I could vary mine, of course, if that 
would be more agreeable, and join you at any point 
you Hked," 

" Oh, everything I do seems wrong to-day," she 
said. " You are all cross together. Hy principal 
in the island — of course without seeing me, or 
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knowing anything of my errand — looked exactly as 
though she felt that some one had left father in 
the lurch." 

" Your principal 1 " I cried eagerly. " Is there 
another woman in the world like you ? " 

It was past recall, though I meant to keep up 
the quarrel. Luckily she took it the wrong way. 

" Perhaps there are some worse," she said, with 
ofiended dignity. 

But I let it stand there with the deliberation of 
a still angrier mood. The mention of the real 
Nykie, as distinct from the mere spiritual portrait 
of her, had really created a new situation. Think 
of it, a real Nykie, a warm, living creature of flesh 
and blood, the Nykie I had crossed the world to 
find. Spiritual converse with her astral was all 
very well — ^no one could have enjoyed it more than 
I— but it must be admitted that this still left 
something to be desired. It was impossible to 
be what our Gallic neighbours call enterprising, in 
regard to a being without a vaUd waist. In spite 
of the beauties of her mind, my companion was 
physically but the image of the woman I one day 
hoped to meet. And to have missed that woman 
by a trick : it was maddening ! 

" Spare me if you can ; it would be such a mercy," 
was all I could find the grace to say. 

" You won't understand, you are too cruel. 
How could I take you there to our island and to 
the real pec^le, without their leave ? I always told 
you I could not. I knew you would ask to go, 
and then perhaps I might not have bad the strength 

T 
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to refuse. That's why I slipped away. I had been 
watching for the chance ever since we came to my 
ocean. I thought you would never miss me — perhaps 
would never know. I'm sure I was hardly three 
minutes gone." 

" Please, don't say any more. I'm going to think 
hard on all your good qualities." 

" Why ? " 

" Oh, only because you have hurt me, and I want 
to keep the balance true." 

" I'm afraid we've hardly time to quarrel any 
more just now," she said in high displeasure. 
" The shortest way back, please." 

" Follow me, then ; " and I led off for Korea. It 
promised to vary the journey, but I never thought 
about that ; it was the shortest cut. 

But the tiff was not destined to last. A new 
incident, supreme and decisive in its significance, 
turned the whole current of our thoughts. 

We had passed Seoul, and were making straight 
for Peking, when for the first time, the veiy 
first in all our long journey, we found the suggestion 
of an over-peopled earth. We came suddenly 
upon a vast array of men-at-arms, almost as dense 
in the packing as the host of its astrals in the 
Wight. 

They were grouped at the sea end of a peninsula, 
which, as we reckoned distances in our rapid flight, 
seemed but a stone's-throw from Peking, and they 
seemed to cover the earth within our range. In 
one word, we were at Port Arthur, and at a 
turning point of the siege. 
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I might surely have known what we had to ex- 
pect in this region, but, truth to tell, my wrath had 
driven all thoughts but one out of my head. The war 
had sunk to its true relative significance in r^ard 
to the other concerns ol the orb. It was the want 
of the daily papers, I suppose, with their totally 
fantastic sense of values, and their gross abuse of 
the limelight of publicity. The great wastes of 
fertile land, with hardly an inhabitant, and with 
man as a mere caretaker for a wiser posterity, had 
hardly prepared us for this. Hitherto we had seen 
little but the solitudes of the planet ; here was a 
bit of it overcrowded at last — and quite naturally 
as things go — only for the industries of battle and 
murder. 

Two great states had put their heart into the 
business, and had choked the comer of a neck of 
land with human life. On one side Russia had 
been drained of men from its remotest verge ; 
on the other, Japan. And all this to settle a 
question of title to a scrap of earth, on the smaller 
maps barely perceptible to the naked eye I It was 
millions of square miles emptied for a tug-of-war 
over the right to a speck. And with what infinite 
labour and sacrifice — all the arts of peace at a 
standstill, the longest railway on the globe goi^ed 
with the apparatus of death. It was almost the 
greatest convocation ever known for the business 
of pure throat-cutting. Strange men, who had 
never so much as heard of one another, for love or 
hate, were now glaring murder into each other's 
eyes at a word of command. 
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Placed as we were between the Heaven above, 
and an earth below still .evidently but half cooled 
on its discharge from hell, we could see the whole 
scheme of the siege — the fortress to its remotest 
outwork and the lines of investment, as in one 
immense ground plan. The Russian garrison 
were in the rat-trap, the little terrier-like Japs all 
around it, snifhng for blood and barking fierce im- 
patience meanwhile from the gullets of five hundred 
guns. Beyond these, on the seaward side, lay the 
ships of the besiegers to keep off all relief from that 
quarter, and, on the other, a Japanese army closing 
the neck of land. I could see what was coming. 
It was one of the great days, the days that, as the 
cant phrase goes, make history ; a day of desperate 
assault on the stronghold and of the death grip of 
the besiegers tightened to its utmost strain. With 
our powers and with our immunities we moved at 
ease between the two, having no harm to fear for 
our incorporeal shapes. But we had souls within 
us, for all that, and I dreaded the shock to my 
companion should she make the dread discoveiy 
of what was really afoot. 

In another moment we were both standing 
scathless and invisible on a battery in the very 
thick of the fight. 

The forts on the southern side were outlined in 
artillery fire, and the siege works in a wider cirdiit 
beyond. Between the two, the little brown 
marionettes advanced to the assault, while the 
others, more or less reserving their fire of small-arms 
for the decisive shock, stood ready to receive them. 
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The brown figures, terriers still in the comparison, 
dashed on with the greatest intrepidity, only, in 
due course, to lie writiiing on the ground in every 
contortion of agony. The anguish, the unutterable 
anguish of this scene, the perfect fiendishness of it 
when some few of the survivors found their way into 
the Russian entrenchments, and came into actual 
touch with their foes. They were at once hacked 
and stabbed into fragments. With the obstacles 
they had to overcome, they could merely dribble 
in ; and ail possibility of an offensive on equal 
terms was out of the question. They were hacked 
and stabbed to pieces, I say, and in that condition 
they were trampled into pulp-like things in some 
process of manufacture. 

It was done in blind rage, of course, but 
there was a method in it all the same. Those 
who followed them to the same doom had 
DO idea of the hopelessness of the attempt. We 
alone saw all. For aught the others knew, there 
was the victory, or the chance of it, beyond the 
scarp. There was not ; there was only such sure 
and certain destruction that the besieged could 
afiord to enjoy themselves at their work. Some- 
times they played football with their fragments 
of men — I saw it with my own eyes. They f>elted 
one another with them, and while waiting for a 
fresh supply of raw material to mount the slope, 
hooked up maimed wretches as with rod and Une 
from the ditch, only to serve them in the same way. 
Now and then the catch, knowing what they were 
reserved for, answered the smiles of cruelty and 
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hate with hideous grimaces of defiance. Then, with 
their last remnant of strength, they drew their shaip 
knives and performed the happy despatch in mid 
air. 

But I soon lost all sense of this new abomination, 
disgusting as it was, in my fears for Nykie. She 
was in a dreadful condition. It was the first time, 
I think, that she had seen any living thing 
put to death in anger. The effect on her was most 
extraordinary. She stood perfectly rigid with 
horror, and yet incapable of protest or plea. The 
sight seemed to come upon her as some hideous 
mistake, something involuntary and unconscious on 
the part of those concerned that might be expected 
to stop at any moment with all the signs of heart- 
felt grief. This view of it, no doubt, was both 
induced and confirmed by the very fact that the 
murderers made sport of their work. Sport, then, 
it must be — a something that had merely dropped 
from the state of recreation into the accident of 
bloodshed, and that would stop of itself as soon as 
the players discovered their mistake. She looked 
helplesdy from one side to the other, evidently in 
expectation of this event. 

But when it failed her, and the bloody business 
went on with ever-increasing detennination, she 
suddenly cowered before the sight and hid her face 
with her hands. It seemed as though one single 
instant had altered her entire view of life and 
nature, of God and the world. The dread of 
seeing that expression lixed for ever made me rouse 
her with words that fell on her, as they were meant 
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to fall, like the strokes of a whip. Then, scarcely 
knowing «4iich way to turn, I m^e off with her, in 
the hope of doubling the peninsula by the mainland, 
and so getting clear away. 

But now we were in a worse plight. The Russian 
armies on the north, though they were many leagues 
from the fortress, and had been beaten back in 
many awful battles, had made a stand once more. 
only to be beaten again. They were in headlong 
flight, after a last desperate effort to break through 
to the relief of the besieged, and to turn the tide of 
war for the whole campaign. This was a new and 
a still more appalling experience for us — the spec- 
tacle of a rout. The two occurrences synchronized, 
almost to the second. It was flash number one for 
the repulse at Port Arthur, flash number two, with 
scarcely a measure of time between them, for the 
defeat on the other side. 

No words could exaggerate the sheer bestiality 
of the retreat. Beside it all that the greatest poets 
and painters have imagined of such a scene comes 
immeasurably short of the reality. To begin 
with, such effects in art are generally localized. 
This seemed boundless. It was at least a good 
eighty square miles of man and brute. The wail 
that went up from the sufferers over all that vast 
expanse was heartbreaking, and yet in some strange 
way, at the same time, grotesque. It was not so 
much a human note ; it sounded like one universal 
bleat of countless sheep all in torment imder the 
knife, and all raising their piteous foolish cry at the 
same time. In so far as it was human at all, it was 
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but nun reverting to the infancy of his habit at 
the teat. The poor stricken creatures bleated 
agony, while the hot fragments of shell bomt their 
entrails as well as tore. Then again they laughed 
their altt^ther speechless misety, in the extremity 
of madness, or glared, with starting eye-balls, their 
little question of the riddle of a universe that was 
one continuous pang. Never once was there any- 
thing like what art or heroic fancy has taught us to 
conceive as the nobler note. Gestures, cries and 
looks, with all the anguish of their significance, 
touched the grotesque. The abiding impression 
was one of some unspeakably cruel joke of devils 
at play. 

The tragedy of the impression here was that it 
seemed to carry us one step further, and to be 
" funny " to the sufferers. Each seemed to enjoy 
the agonies of Nero's tortured slave at his own 
expense. It was but seeming, no doubt, yet the 
effect on the beholder was terrible, because it 
suggested a perversion from nature that was the 
keenest of all pain. You had to control yourself 
to avoid falling into the same maniac mood as 
the victims, as some of them toyed with their 
gashed members, and with bloody fingers combed 
the cavities of their wounds. 

If there was anything more appalling than the 
grin of the wounded, it was the stare of the fugi- 
tives. The huge mass had broken and fled in panic 
terror, and all their manhood had been knocked 
out of them. They were quite abject, like creatures 
who had found their master in some convulsion of 
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natuie. They had lost all sense of the honour and 
glory of arms, of patriotism, of eveiything by which 
the spirit is attuned to the heroic mood. Most 
literally they could not have faced the music of 
their own bands, or followed it with the slightest 
sense of what they were about. They had but one 
thought, to get out of the way. As the guns boomed 
behind them and the shot tore through their ranks, 
tbey were ready for any baseness, in their perfect 
unmitigated f^ and their want of all ruth. 
They just went straight ahead, tearing themselves 
as readily as they tore others in their impatience 
of every obstacle — no doubt without a pang. Their 
clothing was in shreds where they had rushed 
through thickets which they might easily have 
turned without losing ground, their limbs ran 
blood. They paused for nothing, least of all for 
the cry of a friend. They fixed each other with 
that idiotic gaze, and said something — always the 
same word — obscene, I am sure, though unintelli- 
gible to me, and then rushed on, miles upon miles 
of men with less cohesion in them than so many 
grains of sand. I feel quite certain that if you had 
asked them, not many could have told their own 
names. 

Once before, and once only in my life, had I seen 
that look. It was in a theatre, and there was a 
cry of fire — happily no very serious matter, but 
still enough to raise a panic. In an instant the 
audience was changed into something that was 
scarcely human, and that was only not purely 
bestial, inasmuch as it testified to a disorder that 



io8 ALL MOONSHINE. 

was imaginative in the highest degree. So was 
it with this army on the stampede. They trampled 
each other, rode each other down, their runaway 
guns tore through foot and horse tt^ther. There 
was no ill'WiU in it ; it was simply an effervescence 
of delirium. No one attacked his neighbour, 
no one made a stand against him ; they were 
too busy for that ; they simply kept their footing 
and went on, or lost it and fell without a cry, to 
become red slush in the first instance, and black 
in the next. 

The ambulance followed in the wake of the 
tornado as a handful of gleaners might follow a 
hundred steam reapers in line. What could they 
gather but samples ? Yet such as these were, 
they were all too full and abundant for the hospital 
service. The surgeons toiled in their butchers' 
aprons and overalls, but with no sign of hope. 
Well nigh every case needed the quiet room, the 
fully furnished store of medicines, appliances, food 
and stimulants, the relays of nurses, the day watches 
and the night watches, the doctors on call for 
moments of crisis. The average of all these minis- 
trations to the unit of suffering was piteously 
small. Most of the wounded were evidently 
to lie where they fell, and to perish where they 
lay. Many refused all help, with the sense of 
its utter futility, and some fumbled for weapons 
wherewith to beat off the disturbers of their peace. 
The rain rained on them in torrents and whelmed 
the feeble life out of them. The hail of shrapnel 
and shell searched the field impartially for the 
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living, the dying and the dead, sometimes not 
without visiting in the blindness of its fury the 
tents that flew the Geneva Cross. Then you had 
the misery multiplied into itself, with a second 
wounding of the wounded, or slaying of the stain 
— the poor little nurses often adding their white 
uniforms to the heap. 

And this was war. As a process of evolution, 
what a ghastly joke ! As I looked on it I seemed 
at last to divine the mystery of the smile both of 
pursuers and pursued. It was, on one side, the 
hilarity of devils, perhaps the devils of the old 
miracle. Had they slipped back from the swine 
to man, with new intuitions of beastliness for 
this second visitation ? 

I heard a dismal shriek behind me, and turned 
to look. Nykie was in the air again in headlong 
flight, and with an impetus that promised to take 
her across two continents at a bound. 



XV. 

The shriek had the banshee ring, and was truly 
dreadful to hear. Sometimes it was broken by a 
solitary word " murder," then again it sank to a 
mere wail. In one way or other, it never ceased 
during the few minutes it took to bring us back to 
the Isle of Wight. It seemed a part of the veiy 
scream of our course against the blast. 

For we crossed Asia and Europe on the return 
at a speed hardly to be measured by fractions of 
time. We had moved with more leisure on the 
way out, through lingering to see the sights. The 
entire round trip had only made a hole in two 
hours, and we came back into the moonlight which 
we had left at the start. Our swift rush west to 
east on the journey out had far outpaced the rotation 
of the orb. We had stepped from night to day, 
in Eastern Europe, and had gone on overtaking 
the sunlight all the way across Asia. As for the 
mere sequences of light and dark, we got back 
to England long before we left Korea. It was 
still well short of dawn when we made the Wight 
again. 

And all the way my companion wraith kept up 
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her banshee cry — a cry that, strange to say, s 
to increase with our distance from its apparent 
cause. We were soon thousands of miles from the 
battle-field, yet the note was more piercing and 
more sustained than ever. It was impossible to 
shake off the suggestion that we were nearing new 
trouble, as well as leaving old trouble behind. 
Her stare as at some object revealed to the strain- 
ing sense, intensified this impression. Before I 
had time to think more about it, we touched land 
at Foreland Farm. 

And the foreboding was true. There was mischief 
in our island, as well as in other parts of the planet. 
We had left it all peace and beauty ; we came 
back to every sign of trouble and confusion. As 
we marked time in the air for the descent at the 
Foreland, it became but too clear that there was 
something wrong with the whole astral population 
of the world. We left them standing easy and 
quiet in their ranks ; they were now like an ants' 
nest in a fit of hysteria. The mass was in motion 
in all its imits, and it seemed to shimmer wrath and 
fear especially in its hordes of men-at-arms. 

It was too much for Nykie. " They are going to 
fight 1 " she said. " Oh, for God's sake I — I can't 

bear any more of it — I shall go mad if Where's 

father ? " and she made oH in an instant for the 
other side of the island. 

I tried to follow her, but she outpaced me from 
the start. Then I turned, stopped, and touched 
earth again in a sheer drop — to find myself face to 
face with my own principal, and evidently, by some 
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exceptional law of our joint being, quite visible to 
him. 

He stood pretty much where we had left him in 
starting for our late journey — at Bembridge. and 
looking out to sea. He recognized me, of course, 
in an instant, but I am bound to say there was no 
welcome in his looks. He scowled at our meeting as 
he had scowled at our parting. It is but natural, 
if you come to think of it. Doubles are, in their 
nature, anything but soothing suggestions of the 
kindred of personality, even when they are of the 
common kind. Each unit of twins, for instance, 
can hardly help wondering what — in given moments 
of absence — the other may not be doing in hb 
name. And in our case, of course, the appre- 
hension was all the greater, as it was one not of 
mere resemblance, but of absolute identity of 
appearance. I measured him with my eye in return 
as though to show that in mere externals, at least, 
I was just as good a man as he. Much the same 
thought, I have no doubt, was passing through his 
mind, and this, of course, only made the matter 
worse. It must have been exasperating to feel 
that I had just returned from a trip round creation 
with the person he liked best in it. He would 
have been more than human not to hate me for my 
opportimities. 
" Well," he said, " you are back again." 
" As you see." I was a bit nettled, too. 
" What in the world have you been doing ? " 
" Seeing the world, if you want to know." 
" And I have besn cooling my heels here." 
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" Some must watch while others " 

" None of that claptrap, please. Where's your 
— jfour — my I Don't stand grinning there — that 
yomig party ? You know what I mean." 

" She landed with me just now. and she has gone 
to join her papa." 

" Where docs she live when she's at home ? " 

" I really don't know." 

" What ! You don't mean to tell me ! " 

" Yes, I do : I'm sorry, but it happened so. 
She gave me the slip in the Pacitic, and did her 
errand alone." 

" Look here," he said in a rage, " you had 
better consider yourself sacked, here and now. Of 
all the transparent frauds I " 

" Transparent, if you like," I returned indignantly, 
" but no fraud." 

" Not another word," he said, " I will you back 
into the nothingness from which you sprang. Leave 
me— go 1 " 

He bent his brows on me with a sort of fury 
of concentration, and in another moment I v/as 
conscious that, as a separate astral entity, I had 
ceased to exist. I had been merged into his being, 
and had become one with the very judge who 
had just doomed me to annihilation. It was a 
strange confusion of parts and of persons, but the 
moment it was over, I was actually chuckling at 
having put an end to the infernal impudence of 
myself in the other character. I had become once 
more my perfect earthly personality, with the 
full inheritance of my new-found principal's recent 
8 
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experiences as a solitary watcher, and of my own 
as his messenger through the reabns of air. 

I was now able to take up my own history from 
the moment I had been left alone on the island. 
I had remained, it seems, for some time with arms 
outstretched in the direction in which the giri and 
my hated double had disa{^>eared, and had then 
turned wearily to resume my powers of levitation, 
and to hover, almost without purpose, over oar 
little astral world. I soon came to close quarters 
with the peoples of Europe, comfortably packed in 
the south-eastern comer of the island as previottdy 
described ; and by a stroke of sheer luck I plumped 
light into the midst of the whole Austrian Court 
gathered together for a festival. 

Never had I seen anything more re^endent. 
There they were, a glory of uniforms, chiefly 
military, of every colour and cut, and e^Mdally 
of every variety. Europe touches the East with 
this empire, and begins to revert in manners 
to the infancy of the race. There were men who 
seemed to have ridden straight in from a Tartar 
raid, as emissaries offering terms — creatures yet 
clad in skins in the shape of costly furs, bat 
civilized to the very veige of effeteness in their 
liberal use of pomade and perfume. Magyars, 
Croats, Bosnians, Czechs, suggested the devil turned 
dandy in their swarthy complexions, their carved 
scimitars, and blazing eyes, in startling contrast 
of significance with their polished manners and their 
facility in half the tongues of mankind. 

They glittered with decorations : man is still mled 



ALL MOONSHINE. 115 

by the stars, thon^ now in their form of the orders 
of chivaliy instead of the fainter Ughts of the fiima- 
ment. Fiinces and princesses, margraves and 
bospodan, were ranged in their categories of sub- 
servience to the Imperial throne, leading up in 
ever-ascending degrees of titular potency by way 
of the archdukes and their womenldnd. Centuries 
of primacy had made these almost Chinese in their 
placid fatuity of expression. It was as though 
they ruled, not by their will, nor by any attributes 
of that sort, but simply by looking unquestionable. 
The nearer the seat of aU power, the more they 
seemed incapable of hfting a hand or finger in 
compolsion of any living thing. A sacred animal 
of the older faiths, taking all homage as it came, 
yet wondering what the deuce it meant, would have 
been no bad image of their state. Their smile 
was no more inscrutable than that of a cat of 
Chcsbire elevated into a godship of Egypt, but it 
served. 

And to tell the truth about them, these gradations 
of inanity were broken or reversed in the figure 
that fonned the centre of the composition. Bene- 
ficent sorrow had done its work in making him a 
man. He looked lordship of a kind, if not the 
hi^iest, in his milk-white coat, with the sohtary 
diamond that blazed from it as the centre of a 
solitary order — a north star that put whole con- 
stellations of inferior lights to shame. SimpUcity 
is still the last word in art. 

He and his took up an inordinate amount of room 
-^that, too, must be confessed. The necessity 
8* 



ii6 ALL MOONSHINE. 

of state that made him unapproachable involved 
no inconsiderable amount of squeezing, on the part 
of the astrals under his sway. It would have 
been impossible to have such a being standing one 
of four or five to the square yard. In consequence, 
many of his subjects had to stand six or eight. 
He squeezed his Moravians, Carintbians, Styiians, 
for his state ; they squeezed their Jews in tuni, until 
some of the latter were no better to look at than 
so many sardines released from their tins, but still 
retaining the distortions of confinement. Their 
shapes and statures told the story of the ghettos. 
What types ! with nothing to redeem the promises 
of genius and of mastery but the wondrous 
eyes. 

All the courts of all the world within si^t were 
marked by these gaps of open q>ace, with their 
corresponding compressions. It was not a bit better 
in the republics : in fact, in their energy of ex- 
pansion, their " four hundreds " sometimes ran the 
others hard. 

This was what had passed while we were away ; 
this was the beginning of the trouble to v^ch we 
returned. The astrafs of humanity at large, in- 
stead of standing as we left them, in clear definition 
in their own ranks, were now getting blurred into 
a mere composite photograph of the race, without 
that distinction of personality which is about the 
only thing dear to the astral soul. 

The sovereigns who should have been their natural 
protectors had begun it, and this was bad enough. 
But their example was soon followed by those 
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known as the better sort everywhere, and in par- 
ticular, I very much regret to say, by those of our 
own land. One British middle-class, the bulwark 
of the State, had shown pectdiar ingenuity by 
inventing a new way of measuring the space at 
their disposal. Why not, they argued, take it 
lying down — that is to say, by stretching themselves 
full length on the ground, instead of standing like 
their humbler fellow-creatures ? It was inexcusable, 
for our entire population, a mere handftd of forty 
millions odd, were, as I have already shown, most 
comfortably settled in a space as large as a metro- 
politan borough, and wanted nothing but the 
quiet mind to be as happy as the day was long. 

The better sort lay down accordingly, and this, 
of course, led them to encroach still more on the 
standing room assigned to their weaker brethren, 
and to press these unfortunate persons as close 
as herrings in a barrel. The latter protested with 
cries of " Fair play," and a few of them in their 
desperation went so far as to offer resistance. Their 
oppressors, however, not content with lying down, 
now began to kick, and they were not long in mak- 
ing miniature clearances about them which corre- 
sponded in some degree to the parks, game forests 
and other domains of luxurious settlement which 
their originals enjoyed on the mainland. It was 
positively heartbreaking to see the poor creatures 
who had lost in the scramble shut up in their 
ever-narrowing prison houses, their astral outlines all 
blurred and fused out of recognition in the fearful 
endeavour to stand a dozen to the square yard. 
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Their victorious assailants meanwhile having got 
what they wanted, immediately resumed the stand- 
ing posture, and passed a short ordinance to the 
effect that no one was to take things lying down 
any more. 



XVI. 

The island was now thoroughly roused ; and 
naturally my first thought was of Nylde. I flew 
to her end of it, but only to find her father sitting 
disconsolately in the midst of his islanders and 
alime. 

We both had the same question on our lips. 

" Where should she be but here ? " I said, in 
answer to it. 

" I know, I know ; and here she was a few 
minutes ago. But something's gone wrong with 
her and she's ofi again. Did you ever hear of the 
ghost who'd been scared l^ another ghost ? That's 
how she looked when she come back. What's 
haiq>ened to her on the other side o' the world ? 
Why did I ever send her away ? She's been through 
trouble. All this upset round about us, sir; 
we've had an awful time ! " 

" The ructions have reached you, then ? " 

" Yes and no ; our people are all right for the 
present, but some of our neighbours have been 
driven from pillar to post. They're only cannibals, 
I grant you, but they are Pacifies, and that's enough 
for us. Some of 'em's very res[>ectable men in 
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their way, with property. And never eat none 
but their enemies, mind that : wouldn't touch 
a mossel of one another to save their lives. She 
couldn't bear to see 'em worried — that's the sort 
o' gell she is— and off she goes to see fair play for 
'em, before I could put in a word. Reuben's with 
her : that's one comfort. 

" But where is she ? " he added testily after a 
pause. " It's the needle in the bottle of hay, to 
look for nations, to say nothin' of tribes, in this 
little lot." 

" Let us seek her together, old man I " 
What sights and sounds I Everywhere the luck- 
less savages fled from us like hunted game. They 
had too long treated each other as they were being 
treated now, to have any ethical objection to the 
process on their own account. They meiely got 
out of the way, and when they could not, they 
bore the usurpations — often with grins. I was 
much impressed by the cheerful acquiescence of a 
group of Solomon Islanders falling back before 
what looked like a party of cosmopolitan squatters, 
who, no doubt, wanted their land. At any other 
time I might have stopped to make inquiries ; I 
scarcely looked at them now. I knew, fnan my 
travels, that these people had quite peculiar gifts 
in resignation. It was not a merit in them ; it 
was simply a state of education. I have seen 
them laugh and talk and exchange the time of day 
with their own cannibal neighbours while on their 
way to be served up for dinner. It is all in the 
day's work, and I am told that their only un- 
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charitable wish in relation to it is that they may 
turn out tough. 

My apprehensions as to the fate of Nykie now 
grew apace. If this was happening to the others, 
what might not be happening to her ? One took 
the alarm from their terrors. The faces told a tale 
of dejection as of creatures quite moidered with 
the mystery of life. They seemed to have had such 
a " doing " in hard knocks, short commons, envy, 
hate, and all the rest of it, given and taken. Like 
all of us, they had no doubt come into the world 
with a confident expectation of better fortunes — 
probably at the instigation of some lying spirit 
that seems to attend confinements, only to vanish 
with the doctor and the nurse. The midwife's 
first professional slap " for our good " dissipates 
the illusion, and leaves us pessimists from that time 
forth. 

I had no time for thinking much about it, yet 
in spite of my concern for Nykie this curiously 
intrusive impression would not be wholly denied. 
These poor tattooed or otherwise seamed and scarred 
brethren seemed wholly absorbed in a sort of devil 
worship, based on a lively sense of the crudities of 
the human lot. To them evidently the universe 
was a wonder, not of starry heavens and rainbow 
skies, but of the sheer fiendishness of the master 
of the world, from the Mumbo Jumbos on their 
thrones in the blast to the white brothers just land* 
ing on the beach. One saw their poor, ineffectual 
kings and governors holding foolish counsel about 
it, and sending for the medicine man to learn the 
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significance of this new nigger chase, tempeied by 
the amenities of the Isle of Wight. It was evident 
that they missed the accustomed suiroundings, 
and hardly knew what to do with mere coal-cdlars 
as a substitute for sibylline caves, and mansard 
roofs for natural summits. 

I now began to look more closely at all the 
groups, to make quite sure that Nylde was nowhere 
in their midst. Hitherto, in my hurry for results, 
I had scamped this part of my work, and races and 
tribes had passed before me only as in a pageant of 
dream. I vras now aware of the little head hunters 
of Formosa, with all the devilment unchained in 
them by this most wanton breach of our astral 
truce. They crouched on the far side of a hillock, 
spear and sword in hand, as though resuming the 
settled business of their Uves — the war of vengeance 
against their Chinese and Japanese invaders. The 
hillock, I suppose, was the poor substitute for their 
rampart of mountain at home — on one side of the 
chain, the oldest civilizations in the world ; on the 
other, primitive man dying hard, and taking pot- 
shots with poisoned arrows at every tuft of hair 
surmounting the ridge. 

On another hillock stood a group, manifestly 
in far worse case— quivering all over with terror, 
pale even in the pale light. There was cause 
enough for it. They had evidently been 
driven out of their settlement by colonists of 
different nationahties, backed by soldiers. One 
section of the troops, by the guttural gabble, was 
assuredly High Dutch. The others were British 
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or nothing, and Cockney in no small part. Their 
jeers seemed to taint the air with the mud of 
our most degraded dialect. They taunted the 
unfortunate fugitives with their semi-nakedness, 
challenged their shivering men to bouts of fisticuff, 
mocked them with patter which was but the 
leavings of last year's music-halls. 

Two persons, however, who were with them, 
though certainly not of them, darted forward 
to plead for gentler usage ; and as they stood 
out clear and clean against the background of 
huddled humanity, I knew that I had found what 
I was looking for. For one of them was Reuben, 
and, before I had time to proclaim the discovery, 
the old man called out, " There's my gell." Yes, 
there behind the young giant stood Nykie, and 
under her wing, the mass of Solomon Islanders I 
had seen, and too rashly passed unnoticed, at the 
very outset of my journey. 

We were by her side in an instant, and then I 
had the two groups of invaders in front of me. The 
Germans were square, soUd, purposeful, every one of 
them a potential man-at-arms, though sometimes 
only in spite of the civil garb. With the British it 
was just the other way ; they were civilians first 
and foremost, even when their uniforms showed 
that they had become soldiers by the accident of 
their want of a job. One in particular, I could have 
sworn, knew his London well. His shako was aU 
awry ; and he vented from a mouth not innocent 
of the stain of tobacco juice the latest mintage 
of impudence from the London slums. His only 
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redeeming point was that he looked full of fight 
beyond his inches and his years, even in this 
wretched cause. 

" What are ye after, ye riffraff ? " bawled 
Nykie's papa. 

" Oh what langwidge — and in English too I " 

" SiJence in the ranks." cried the British officer — 
a slip ahnost fresh from school, by the look of him. 

" Why can't you leave us alone ? " shouted the 
Ancient. " There's room enough for all." 

" Then why can't you stand back." 

" What's to become of the people behind us ? " 

" Shunt 'em. You ought to be ashamed of your 
company I At your age t Play the gime." 

The old man scratched his head. 

" And take other people's standing room t We 
can't do that. Won't you let us stop here ? " It 
was Nykie's voice this time, and she now stood ahead 
of all her party. 

The apparition smote them into momentary 
silence by the beauty — I will not say of its mere 
shape but of its entire emanation — beauty of 
voice, of manner, of sweet earnestness, of pleading, 
of heroic resolve. 

Then one recovered his self-possession, which, 
in this case, as may be supposed, was also a re- 
covery of his " cheek." " We can't, ducky ; ' but 
the tidy she may stop.' What price the water and 
the nice outlook on the sea ? " 

" Mind what you are about, or none of you will 
go to Heaven. There ! " said Nykie. 

It broke the spell for all. They shook, they reeled 
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with the joke of it ; ^they were their lowest selves 
again. 

•' Oh, my ! Where's the chapling of the regi- 
ment ? " And they pressed forward pell-mell to 
have their wiU, when an imperious voice held them 
back. 

** Hold," said the German officer, " this is my 
work ; we are in a state of war." 

" A state of war ? *' But I recollected what 
Nykie had once said : " We can hurt one another 
with our weapons, though you can't hurt us 
with yours." So here was warfare, and even the 
possibility of murder in the spirit world 1 

'* I beg your pardon." It was the youngster 
in scarlet who carried the British colours. " I 
beg your pardon ; I think we keep order here." 

'' My instructions are not to that effect," said 
the German in good English, but with no excess of 
finish, either as to the accent or the manner. 

" I suppose we had better refer to headquarters," 
said the other as blandly as before. " My Govern- 
ment is at Whitwell ; let me see, your people are 
at Shanklin, I believe. Is there anything I can do 
for you meanwhile ? " 

" Nothing, I thank you, but order your people 
back." 

" With the greatest pleasure, if you will do the 
same with yours. Where do you camp ? I thought 
of taking this side of the hill — but it's all the same 
to me." 

" And to me, too. I'm sorry 1 can't offer you a 
cigarette." 
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" What a beastly bore this sort of thmg is." said 
the slip in scarlet. 

" Bore, bore I " murmured the other, " I hef not 
learned 'bore';" and he fumbled vainly at bis 
breast as for a pocket dictionary. 

The needful orders were given, and there was 
truce for a moment in this part of the isle. 
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It was a sickening muddle now : colonization by 
grab» and two powerful nations set by the ears. 

Sickening because they kept on purring their 
good intentions winle Crouching for the spring. 
It was aU in the game/of course, but what a game t 
Joey Bagstock in a new setting, and so devilish 
sly about a deed of blood. 

For the German Government at Shanklin, and 
the British at Whitwell, contrived to threaten each 
other by the ardour of their very protestations 
for peace. They " hoped for a solution consistent 
with the honour and dignity," etc. Hypocrites ! 
Who has not heard it all a thousand times, and with 
what results ? " They could not doubt that the 
other side was animated by the same praiseworthy 
intentions." Hypocrites again ! 

The Slip, to be fair, was as innocent as a babe 
in it all. It was his duty to hold on until further 
orders, and he held on, though still with a saving 
sense of " beastly boredom," that at least kept his 
conscience sweet. He put in a good deal of time 
in a sort of spiritual flirtation with Nykie — ^not 
altogether foreign in its nature to the Religious 
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Courtship of Defoe. This part of its character it 
owed to Nykie, the flirtation being mainly on his 
side, the piety on heis. 

If there was stiU a taint of the conscious desire 
to please by the efiicacy of her chaims, it was 
only that she might win her dapper warrior 
to the cause of peace. She had taken it into 
her silly head that the whole matter depended on 
his good pleasure, or on that of his mate in military 
small-fiy on the other side. She hoped to divide 
and conquer the precious pair to her sacred 
cause, and, finally, when she had turned both 
their swords into prunii^ hooks, to send them 
spinning about their business, and resume her own. 

I was not very well pleased with the venture, 
but I derived comfort from my previous reflection 
that, after aU, her waist was of air. She had her 
own way of doing things, and one had to put up 
with it. The nymph Echo, about the only nymph 
that always agrees with you nowadays, was no 
twin sister of hers. 

The Slip, t think, was a greater master in these 
wiles than in the art of war. And I have little 
doubt that he gave her hopes of his conversion, in 
order to prolong the pleasure of her society. 
" Human nature being what it is," as I once heard 
an orator remark on rising to a point of order, 
I think he was glad that she had not begun with his 
rival. 

She opened the attack with the proposition that 
war was the wickedest thii^ in the world. He 
could hardly, she suggested, fail to agree with her, 
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since he must have seen whole seas of the blood of 
his fellow-creatures shed in many climes. 

" Never saw a shot fired in anger in all my life. 
We haven't half the luck that people suppose." 

" Then how in the world do you learn your — 
your trade ? " 

" Crams, exams, and so on, you know, manoeuvres 
— that sort of thing, and then, the chance. It may 
come in a moment, like this little affair. At other 
times you may wait till you are grey. It's your 
luck, or it isn't your luck — that's what it comes to 
at last. I don't care how long they put it off 
now," he added gallantly, and his glance suited the 
action to the word. 

" It's murder all the same when it does come, 
isn't it ? " 

" I should say justifiable homicide at the very 
worst. Look at that other fellow— do you suppose 
he's not ready to go for me as soon as he can ? " 

" Well, if it were only you two " 

I'm sure it was quite involuntary ; I certainly 
envied him the look of trouble in her face. 

" — Of course, I don't mean that, or anything 
like it," she added in deep confusion. " All I do 
mean is why can't you leave us alone ? " 

" Us ? " 

" Yes, us savages I " 

" You don't mean to say that you belong to 
them ; " and he seemed to shrink from her. " I 
assure you they eat all sorts of things, this lot. 
They really do." 

His tone naturally gave her a deep personal 
9 
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pang, and put her once more in the unfortonate 
position of having to explain. 

" I only mean that they are ocean people, like 
me and father. Come to us as much as you like, 
but only to make us happier and better, and leave 
your swords and spears at home. Then we should 
worship you as we worship England in the little 
island where I live, because that's the way she 
came to us. Never a gun fired except to say : 
' How are you ? * or ' Good-bye I ' when we are 
kissing our hands to the ships in the bay." 

" Because you behave yourselves, I'm sure. By 
the by, what part do you hail from ? " 

"Never mind: you are not the first to ask;" 
and she tossed a tiny laugh at me. It was rather 
maddening as a possible hint that he, too, might 
join in the quest. 

" If you knew what children we all are. and how 
ready to take you as grown-ups from some better 
world I Promise you won't shoot anybody or 
anything till you've told me you are going to 
begin." 

" And got your leave first, I suppose, too. I 
wonder when we should be able to make a start ? " 

" Why, you're magic, real magic, to us 1 You 
can do everything. Fire and water obey you ; the 
very lightning does as it's told. Isn't that enough 
to make us obedient ? Why do you want to shoot ? 
You might have all our land if you'd ask for it 
nicely, and teach us how to put it to use. We like 
to be annexed, as you call it ; we want to be amiexed ; 
we ought to be. You wouldn't have to say a cross 
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word, if you did it the right way. How can we 
help obeying ? There's nothing you can't do — 
the great medicine, watch-making, reading, writing 
and arithmetic. Why, there's parts where you 
could master all the people by showing them a 
bicycle. We look up to you just as the dogs and 
things look up to us. Don't you know that they 
wonder and worship in their way when we build 
a hut, or light a fire ? How can we help feeling 
just the same about you, when you shut people's 
voices up in boxes, and bring 'em out again whenever 
you like, or print the eclipses in a book ? " 

" Oh, that's all easy enough," he said, "when 
you know how to do it. We've got to keep order : 
see?" 

An orderly appeared, and touched his cap. 

" Excuse me," said the youth, " messenger from 
Government Back in a moment. But don't you 
go far away. I like to hear you talk ; you put 
things in such a funny sort of way. Cleverest girl 
I ever met, if you don't mind my tellin' you so to 
your face." 

This constant to and fro with headquarters was 
the ghastliest thing about the whole business. It 
was as deadly quiet, and as ominous all the same, 
as a murder plot watched through a pane of glass. 
The Germans were just as busy about it as 
our side, perhaps busier. The phantom mes- 
sengers came, saluted, stood at attention, did 
their errands; saluted, wheeled, vanished agEiin; 
and still, as on another great occasion, you felt 
that the angel of death was nigh, and that 
9* 
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you could almost hear the rustle of his 
wings. 

Nykie's next mad venture was to set off for 
Whitweil to bring our Government to reason. I 
was in her wake, almost as a matter of course, 
though I often felt that I should have done 
better in giving her an occasional holiday from 
my society. To tell the truth about it, she had 
become one of my bad habits, and there was no 
keeping away from her. 

We were at the British Court now. The 
precincts of the vast clearing in which it 
held its mighty state were guarded with a long 
line of police, soldiery, sticks of gold and 
sticks of silver, pages and serving-men. The very 
air was thick with them, for, of course, we had 
ceased to have this region all to ourselves as soon 
as we touched the island. They shared it with 
the whole rabble of the trade of destruction, 
ghostly troops hurrying to the possible theatre of 
war near Yarmouth, diplomatists on leave returning 
to their posts at Whitweil and Shankljn, contractors 
in ambush on the back stairs of the headquarters 
staff. On reaching the former capital, of course, 
we were soon made to return into the nothingness 
from which we came, by every device of authority — 
the blunt refusal, the threat of arrest, the demand 
for impossible credentials, the civil leer of the more 
exalted regions to which, by hook or by crook, we 
at times managed to find our way. 

Nykie was wholly baffled in her quest. She 
would fain have thrown herself at the feet of some 
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supreme arbiter of the destinies of the hour, but 
none such was to be found. The whole tragedy was 
quite impersonal in its responsibilities. The 
burden of reckoning was laid on ten thousand 
shoulders, and ten thousand beyond that. Nobody 
could say " I did it, " if it failed ; everybody, 
" I was in it," in the other event. She returned 
as she went, to stand by her dejected flock to 
the last — Dot, however, without a desperate 
attempt to try her luck with the German officer. 
He fobbed her off with the exquisite politeness of 
his utter want of respect for her intelligence. 
He never listened to her without a smile which 
seemed to promise everything in advance, or 
refused her without a bow. She gave him up 
finally in a burst of tears. 

The real masters of the situation were, of course, 
as busy as the rest. The journalists prepared their 
counterfeit presentments of the respective cases. 
The dervishes of the music-halls danced their break- 
downs, and howled their patriotic patter to the 
urban crowds. The pulpits announced the sus- 
pension, for the time of crisis, of the principles of 
the Sermon on the Mount. The patriots made the 
like reservation in regard to their obligations under 
the treaties of arbitration. It was solemnly agreed, 
on all sides, that no single check or hindrance to 
the lust for blood applied to this particular, this 
unprecedented case. 

At length we reached the point at which a first 
blow was to be expected at any moment. It was 
well understood that there was to be no declaratioa 
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on either side. The tension was terrible : and many 
who were by no means to be classed with the fire- 
eaters began to feel that it was even more intolerable 
tlian war. 

It was at its height when there came a sudden 
and most unexpected diversion in the news that 
a band of conscripts, dragged from their haunts to 
join the German colours, had broken out into a 
riot. The wretched peasants and workmen, who 
were to pay for all in pocket or in person, were 
in open revolt against the blood tax, and were 
marching straight on their capital to the cry of 
" Peace." 



XVIII. 

Tins was a sort of rift in the lute of the European 
concert against peace. The end of such diversions, 
of course, is generally civil war sooner or later, 
but here it was at the start. 

The rulers of our astral world were in consterna- 
tion. They were as doctors in presence of a new 
turn of the case : their victim had failed to respond 
to patriotic treatment — almost for the first time in 
history. They increased the doses, but, for the 
moment, without effect ; there the patient lay, sulloii 
resentful, and ignorantly calling for his cure. And 
now, to make matters worse, our British labouring 
folk caught the infection, and became a prey to 
excitements which, while as yet stopping short of 
revolt, threatened to upset the apple-carts on both 
sides. 

The starting-point of the difficulty, with us, was 
an extraordinary case which had just come before 
our astral House of Lords, on appeal from a judg- 
ment of the courts below. It arose out of the 
invention of the aeroplane, and it turned on no less 
a question than the right of human beings to the 
air they breathed. A claim had heea set up t^ a 
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noble landowner to the whole content of the space 
above his estate. He had accordingly sued the 
proprietor of a flying machine for trespass in 
passing over his property at the height of about a 
thousand feet. No damage was done, but the 
plaintiff boldly took his stand on the principle that 
the entire range of aerial and other regions above his 
paternal acres was his property as much as the 
land he trod. The defendant had opposed this 
claim with the utmost determination, but the 
case had gone against him at the first hearing. 
He had been fined five shillings, and warned not 
to do it again. 

Our landless people, however, had taken his 
side with passionate energy. The claim now set 
up, they argued, threatened to deprive them of 
the air of Heaven, their very last possession un- 
taxed and imowned. They held meetings in his 
favour, they subscribed their meagre pence to 
enable him to brief a strong bar for the appeal ; 
and they were now assembled in thousands outside 
the court in which it was to be heard. 

The opening of these final proceedings in the 
gilded chamber followed hard on the reception of 
the news from Shanklin. I say gilded chamber, 
but the term is hardly appropriate, for, as our astral 
lords were now sitting within the island, they had 
to put up with the meagre accommodation of 
an empty bam. This, however, took nothing from 
their dignity. Never shall I forget the majesty of 
their appearance as they filed in to take their 
places. The Lord Chancellor, robed and wigged, 
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sat at their head, on a substitute for the woolsack 
improvised out of a pocket of hops. This article 
of legal upholstery was fairly convincing in every 
respect but one. Though a thing of parts, his lord- 
ship was without weight, and his person had abso- 
lutely no effect on its line of curve. 

I found a place inside the court by a mere acci- 
dent, or perhaps I might better say by a dire neces- 
sity. The wretched outbreak of social and political 
aggression throughout the island had now created 
a wholly artificial sort of housing problem. It was 
no question' of any real want of space; there was 
plenty of it and to spare for the wliole astral popu- 
lation of the world, if they had only kept their 
ranks. The dire consequence of their greed for 
each other's standing-room was that I, and others 
even less worthy, if I may be excused for saying 
so, were literally squeezed into the appellate 
chamber as unwiJling intruders on the privacy of 
the tribunal. We wedged ourselves in comers, we 
perched aloft with the bats ; it was deplorable. 
The ushers ordered us out, but the Chancellor 
generously failed to see us as soon as he learned the 
real state of affairs. 

The pleadings now began, and counsel for the 
appellant rose to open his case. He spoke with 
unwonted warmth, in support of his contention that 
the claim to the air as property ought to be dis- 
allowed on grounds of public policy. The land and 
water, he said, had already gone the way of most 
things — to the private owner ; but what would 
happen if this person should succeed in bottling the 
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atmosphere, and retailing it to his poorer fellow- 
creatures at his own price. The thing would cer- 
tainly be done, if human ingenuity could accom- 
plish it. But let their lordships think of the con- 
sequences in the present instance, whatever might 
be their natural sympathy with an attempt to 
restrict the area of ownerless things. Air might 
in time come to be sold like the popular mixture 
known as ginger-beer, and penniless wretches be 
brought prematurely to their last gasp, for want 
of the means to buy a bottle at their need. Such 
an extension of the system of enclosure could not 
fail to arrest the development of that manhood of 
the coimtry which was our only hope in the present 
time of peril. He scouted the argument (of the 
court below) that it might be really conducive to 
the moral welfare of the masses by diminishing 
their temptations to excess, and in particular by 
checking the wasteful habit of respiration by the 
process known as blowing. No, no ; if they had 
to pay for their air, there would be no single thing 
left to be had for nothing in all the wide world — 
not even a glimpse of the sky, thanks to the 
levity of our administration of the Smoke Acts. 
It was no fanciful danger that our humUer classes 
might one day be reduced to mere ha'porths of air 
from the slot. This was received with extreme 
delight by the popular party, and their demon- 
strations came as near open-mouthed applause 
as was consistent with the respect due to the court. 
The ebullition, however, at once gave way to 
a strain of anxiety and attention, as counsel rose to 
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reply on the other side. He at once boldly pro- 
nounced for the principle that the freeholder holds 
all the land, with the things below the land, and 
the things above. " Once depart from this," he said, 
" and you are in chaos." It is not only empirical, 
but it is quite impossible to try to limit him to 
the ordinary appurtenances of the land, like houses, 
trees, and crops. He owns the whole cubic content 
above him to the remotest verge. It was this 
advocate, by the way, who had originally carried 
the argument up to the stars. He gloried in it 
still ; and in the plenitude of his confidence in its 
sufficiency, he made his whole speech but an 
elaboration of this transcendental plea. 

This brought the pleadings to a close ; and the 
august tribimal adjourned, not without disappoint- 
ment to the landless, and now well-nigh airless, 
rabble outside who had expected an immediate 
decision. The court, like courts in general, seemed 
in no hurry ; and there could not have been a 
greater contrast between its stuffy and soporific 
calmness and the tremor of agitation in the waiting 
throngs through which it filed. By this time, 
thanks to the efforts of myself and others, they 
were fully in possession of what had passed. 
It was piteous to see most of them trying in their 
feeble way to pick the defendant's case to pieces, 
especially those who had recently emerged from 
garrets with holes in the roof. They were for all 
sorts of wild projects — one for imploring the 
Conmions Preservation Society to start a new Vault 
of Heaven branch. 
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The German Government wasted no time in 
academic discussions of this kind. No wonder : 
they were still threatened with their peasant in- 
surrection. They hesitated, alike from humanity 
and from policy, to take extreme measures against 
the wretched people in revolt. They cornered 
them, however, with an overwhelming force of their 
own brethren in arms, everyone of whom would 
probably have gone over to them if he could only 
have made sure of his neighbour. 

Having them so cornered, their war lord deigned 
to conciliate. He encountered them at the foot of 
St. Martin's Down, wearing his full panoply, and 
especially the helmet with the great gold eagle. 
They hung their heads at the sight. Then, to 
complete their discomfiture, he rode slowly through 
their broken ranks at the head of a glittering staff, 
as though asking who was going to begin. Finally, 
though they were already done for to all intents 
and purposes, he deigned to make them a speech 
which was really a manifesto addressed to all his 
peoples. It was an appeal to the authority of his 
name and station in the first place, in the second, 
and in the last and chief. They were called, he 
said, to glorious destinies, if only they had the 
courage to accomplish their mission, and he was 
their appointed leader under God. 

Then they fell on their knees and yielded, while 
their clergy led them in prayer, and their great 
battle hymn sounded from the massed bands. 
They yielded without conditions, making no 
stipulations for themselves, nor against their 



ALL MOONSHINE. 



141 



squirearchy and the whole fantastic mediaevalism 
of its scheme of corporate life. They were an 
old, old people reared from the womb in the 
ideals of the past, and they had to pay the penalty 
for it. Infinitely touching was the sight of them, 
as they once more made offering of the best they 
had to give, nay, their very all, at the shrine of 
the Moloch of War. For all that, they shone forth 
in the beauty of their honesty and of their still 
saving faith in self-sacrifice. There still remained 
the hope that humanity would get its chance next 
time. The worst of all lies are those that we tell 
to ourselves, and there was truth here. 

And so both nations, under their more or less 
divinely appointed leaders, were now ready to 
obey the signal for war. The soldier and the priest 
still had mankind securely in their imholy keeping 
the struggle for peace was at an end. 



142 



XIX. 



All this, however, was driven out of their minds 
by another and more intense preoccupation— cock- 
crow (now to be expected at any moment), and with 
it their return to their own homes. They had 
been brought here against their will, and for a pur- 
pose in which they had no particular concern. 
Shades as they were, they longed for their familiar 
haunts, and I was quite convinced that, if once 
they had the faintest clue to my identity as the 
Certified, I should be overwhelmed with applications 
for leave. Think of a Japanese astral absent from 
the hearth on this unpleasant service, at the hour 
of morning prayer to ancestors ! They were all, 
therefore, eagerly watching the horizon for the first 
glimpse of the sun, or listening for the first note 
of " the trumpet to the mom," and buzzing their 
happy hopes of the pleasures of the journey home. 
Many of them had formed friendships during 
their stay in the island, and those who belonged to 
the same continents had arranged to return 
together. 

It was a most impressive spectacle : all the 
astralized millions of all living humanity standing 
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in their ranks and awaiting the order of release, 
their ears strained, their faces turned to the sky. 
They were ready as they stood, for, it is needless 
to say, they were exempt from the tiresome duty 
of packing. The beautiful first glow of mom was 
now but a background for the picture of the coming 
glory of the sun. The orb was not yet visible, but 
the heavens were already tinged with the purple 
and gold of his advance, and pierced in every direc- 
tion with his rays. A moment more, and the 
burnished gold of his disc showed in a streak 
above the horizon to the favoured few on the 
heights. Then, still another moment, and the 
first cock sounded his first truly earth-shaking 
note that wakes the world. 

The signal was answered from the next farm- 
yard, and then it flew from hamlet to hamlet all 
over the island. The trumpeting birds, I am sure, 
had some idea of the importance of the occasion. 
They seemed to have risen superior to the jealousies 
of the hencoop, and to sound a defiant promise 
to the whole universe of men and spirits, of fate 
and circumstance to bear itself bravely in the 
glorious day of Ufe and light to come. Mankind, 
methought, might borrow this temper of mind, 
with advantage, for its morning prayer. 

The astrals shimmered joy through all their 
vast array, and, looking skyward, spumed the earth 
for their ascent. 

Not one could stir I 

The frustration of their common effort with its 
attendant stmggles was a most pitiful sight. They 
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were the slaves of some peculiar law of their beings 
which makes them subject at certain times to a 
tyranny of gravitation exceeding anything known 
to the ordinary experience of mankind. Flight was 
out of the question : they could hardly lift a limb. 

The generous birds seemed to feel that they had 
somehow failed in an exceptional duty, and re- 
peated their strident cry as though warning the 
very skies of the time of day. Some of the more 
compassionate even pecked their hens with severity, 
to mark their sense of a crisis in affairs. 

Still no astral stirred. 

This state of things was all the more galling by 
its contrast with the freedom of movement enjoyed 
by the purely human inhabitants of the island. 
Those who had risen with the sun went about their 
business in the usual way — the maids to their milk- 
pails, the labouring men to their work afield. 
They were quite unconscious of the spiritual stir 
around them. They walked or drove — without 
malice, of course — through the scandalized astrals, 
parting them like water, yet with no permanent 
injury to their shape, since such injury it was not 
within the power of mortal man to inflict. A few, 
whose acquaintance I had made in my human form, 
gave me the time of day. 

The impatient milUons now looked upwards again 
— this time in agonized appeal. Alas ! it was but 
to have their wonder intensified into awe. For 
there, on the edge of a purple bank of cloud, stood 
a whiteness in human shape, that still seemed the 
radiance of something divine. 
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The shape shook a flaming sword as though in 
testimony against us, and with its disengaged hand 
seemed to wave us back to our narrow prison, and 
away from the very outennost courts of the divine 
abodes. Then it slowly vanished from our sight, 
and with it the cloud of its pedestal, the astrals 
meanwhile turning their gaze on one another with 
the vacancy of blank despair. 

I — and, I believe, I alone — was at no loss as to 
the meaning of it. It came to me as an intuition 
forming what I may teim one of the perquisites of 
my position, as a sort of middleman between two 
worlds. I had gained in knowledge by turning my 
opportunities to account, and was no longer 
oppressed by the ignorant wonder of my first 
experiences. I now saw that this general con- 
vocation for the enforcement of a great and saving 
truth had laid a heavy responsibility on all the 
spirit throng. It was their duty to set a good ex- 
ample to mortals, especially an example of peace. 
Instead of doing this, they had in one single night 
reproduced in a sort of slavish imitation all the 
worst evils of human society, and especially 
those of land-grabbing and war. 

For this they were to be punished, and in the 
most effectual way, by the stoppage of their leave 
of return to more congenial spheres. The humilia- 
tion of it was exactiy suited to the nature of their 
misdeed. They were to be " kept in," like riotous 
schoolboys, instead of going off for the holidays at 
the appointed time. They would remain so— of 
this I felt sure, by my powers of divination — until 
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they lost their lust of battle, and sent up one 
hearty and unanimous aspiration for peace to the 
outraged skies. 

This, however, was quite out of the question as 
yet. They wholly failed to perceive, and, con- 
sequently, to acknowledge their faults. They 
raged against the judge and the arbiter of their fate 
as a tyrant, and shook their boneless fists at the 
vault. 

And worst of the worst of all, they immediately 
began to resume their insensate quarrels. What is 
all this but to show once more that they could cm 
occasion be as odiously human as their principals 
of flesh and blood ? Will it be believed that the 
Government at Whit well now projected a grand 
alliance of the island nations against the rival 
power ? It was to be not merely dual, nor even 
triple, but something that might go down to his- 
tory as the " multiple," and might wipe its victim 
off the very face of the earth. 

In its origin this monstrous project was largely 
due to a pure mischance, the arrival of the British 
fleet in the Solent for the great review to which the 
whole country had been looking forward so long. 
Though I had really come to the island to see 
this spectacle, I had forgotten all about it in the 
anxieties of the last few hours. This was hardly 
surprising, for the review had really nothing to 
do with us or our disputes. 

I so little expected the fleet that, when I first had 
news of it, I was sitting with Nykie's father and 
trying to cheer him up with a game. As a seaman. 
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the old fellow's favourite diversion was cat's cradle 
— now fallen into undeserved neglect in general 
society — and in this we were deeply engaged. I 
was just taking off that intricate and well-known 
figure, " the double first," with all the deUcacy the 
operation demands, when I heard a cry behind 
me. 

" Come and see the most beautiful sight in all 
the world." 

It was Nykie at my elbow, and strangely ex- 
cited. She seemed eager to be off with me, or 
without me, forgetting only that I happened to be 
indispensable. 

" Why go further for beautiful sights ? " It was 
no empty compliment. Her whole face was lit with 
the glow of wonder and deUght. 

" Come ! " she said again. " It is the British 
fleet." 

The old man jumped up, and with a cry of 
" That'll do for me ; put me aboard," made for his 
jack-knife to rid himself of the gordian knot of the 
game. 

" Steady, steady, both of you. As for you," I 
added severely, turning to him, *' I defy you or 
anybody else to quit the island without leave, and 
all leave is stopped. You know what happened 
just now." 

" You can quit it, it seems," he said fiercely. 

" That's a matter of privilege, and I'm not too 
sure of it, in this case." 

*' What about my gell — ^was that ' privilege,' 
too, when you squired her all over the world ? " 

lO* 
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" Yes, privilege again. You can look on from the 
shore, if you like." 

" Fm an old man-of-war's man ; no skuUdn' 
ashore for me with a British fleet ready to open 
fire in a British quarrel." 

" What perfect nonsense — ' British quarrel ' I 
They've come for a public holiday, that's all." 
" Well, put us aboard, anyhow." 
" You exaggerate my influence. I've no power 
to release all the astrals of the island. It is a 
favour at the best, and how can I dare abuse it 
after what has just happened. But there, I don't 
want to argue with you ; just try to stir, if you can." 
He sank back, sullen and threatening ; the giri 
threw herself on her knees. " Mayn't I go either ? 
Oh, I always was taken aboard the English ships, 
and I'll die if I don't go now ! " 
Then I had to say : " I'll see what I can do." 
I did see, and I ran the risk — ^perhaps less risk 
than I thought, for she had surely won the boon by 
her labours for peace. It was impossible to resist 
her passionate appeal. I at once, though still not 
without a pang of jealousy, projected my astral 
shape by the process already described, and, in 
my own person, gave my shade leave to quit the 
island by virtue of my exceptional powers. Then, 
with Nykie in my wake, I set off for the 
anchorage, and brought up on the very topmast 
of a monster man-of-war. 

The girl was in ecstasies as she looked down on 
the miles of battleship and cruiser moored, line 
wthin line, as far as the eye could reach. " The 
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bonnie, bonnie ships ! " she said ; " the bonnie, 
bonnie flag ! I love them, and I don't care what 
they've come for. The dear days long ago when 
one would come into the bay, and our old gun 
boomed welcome, if it happened to have any 
powder, and we hid ourselves away for fear of the 
noise. The dear days — father hurrying down to 
the landing-place, and calling for his whale boat 
and his mariners three, and our navy going forth 
in modest pride to meet the Queen's ship. Then, 
the captain shaking hands with him, and presenting 
him to his officers, who do the same. Then all below 
for refreshments. On their return, father takes 
charge of the ship's cutter, in which our guests 
embark ; only a native can dodge the rocks, rocklets, 
and surf currents of our bay. He waits at the 
back of the rollers, till the look-out man ashore 
waves his hat ; then they give way with a will, 
and are hurled in, safe on the top of the wave. 
We are as curious and as inquisitive as children. 
We draw the officers' swords, run our fingers along 
the dulled edges, cry wonder at the damascened 
blades. Some of us have never seen the uniform 
before ; none can ever see it too often. It's three 
days of public holiday now, with our girls for guides. 
Hurrah for the ships ! " 

I hardly knew why, but I felt rather cowardly 
in listening to her raptures. Every word seemed 
an involuntary disclosure of some jealously 
guarded mystery of her life. She was fair game 
enough, no doubt, so long only as I was trying to win 
a secret that she was able to keep. But now 1 
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"Somebody wrote a book about it," she said, 
dreamily. " You'll find every word of it there. 
I know it all by heart." 

She stopped short, choked, as though with a sob, 
and then murmured : " Three days of Heaven on 
earth ; and for the last day — One Day. Then that 
day goes, too, and it's night again. So they came, 
so they went. But there, thank God, for the brave 
ships once more ! " 
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It was a noble sight, the best of the best in that 
kind in the world — battleships, first, second and 
third class ; cruisers, armoured and protected ; 
scouts ; torpedo-boats ; submarines ; special service 
vessels skimming to and fro, over, rather than 
through, the water, all waking to life in the 
morning light, the true fairy light of nature. The 
glow touched every hull and funnel with the purest 
poetry of sense, lent its own magic to the sea, 
claimed both coasts, island and mainland, for the 
territory of the enchanted isles. At such moments 
what a good thing to be alive ! 

The fleet was ranged in order like some great 
city of the sea, its main avenues running east and 
west, and their connections north and south. Not 
one was beyond our reach of vision, for we were far 
above the highest yards, our standing room not 
much more than a point in space. Nobody, of 
course, could see us. The crews, as being beyond 
the astral boundary, were all live " principals," 
who, though unknown to themselves, had their 
astral representatives in the great convocation of 
the island. 
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The decks were alive with barefooted Jacks, 
running nimbly to and fro to finish the toilettes 
of their craft for the great parade. Nylde was 
right : it was the fairest sight in all the world. 

In one way, it was a vast pattern-shop of all the 
latest man-slaying devices for use on the blue 
water. It was this in a quite peculiar sense. A 
review of troops, of course, is a spectacle of the same 
sort for the land service, but there the units have 
each the same value. The units here were the all 
in all, each striving with the other for some point 
of superiority in guns or armour, tonnage or lines 
of fire. There were categories, no doubt, classes 
of the same pattern, but still no pairs, even, were 
identical. While No. 2 of a class was building after 
the pattern of No. i, her designer had been blessed 
with a happy thought for a more murderous out- 
pour which, however slightly, had modified the 
design. Naval war is eminently one of the pro- 
gressive arts. 

We found traces of the competition everywhere 
as, at Nykie's bidding, we sped from ship to ship, 
under the veil of invisibility, to settle at last at our 
starting-point once more. Nykie generally haunted 
the men's quarters, I the upper decks ; but we 
were able to compare notes as we met occasionally 
in the air. As we listened to the talk of officers and 
men, the very ships seemed to take stock of one 
another for the comparisons that are odious, like 
rival beauties at a ball. Battleships of the first 
class of one year belittled their sister ships of the 
year before and called them guys, while pert misses 
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of the cruiser service sneered at both as dowdies 
who had had their day. 

And, in the same way, we heard of new and as 
yet only imagined or purely experimental types that 
were to put all these glories of actual achievement 
into the shade. The wardrooms seemed to look 
forward to them alike with longing and with fear. 
They were much exercised in particular by a sort 
of shell of the Promises, which was to double the 
output of destruction for its fortunate possessor. 
It was to be so stout that it was to bear the strain 
of piercing the thickest armour, so delicate in its 
adjustments that it was to explode the very 
hundredth fraction of a second after finding its 
way to the crews within. Long years had the 
ingenious perpetrator of this contrivance pondered 
his problem, and now he seemed in sight of his 
reward. 

In spite of his occupation, I am bound to 
say I liked the look of him. He was a fine 
old fellow, grey haired as with work even more 
than with years, and still hale. I found him on 
the quarterdeck of our ship, and I lingered there 
to see something more of him, while Nykie as usual 
went below. He was a guest of the captain for 
the review, with a few other personages of dis- 
tinction whom the Government delighted to 
honour. He had just come up for his first draught 
of morning air, and under its cheering influence 
he seemed at peace with himself and all man- 
kind. He was soon joined by another man, who, 
as I learned, was in the same line as himself. 
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They were rivals, but friends, and they greeted 
each other with much heartiness. The new comer 
was quite of the student type, deep-browed, lean, 
and as one broken with watchings for the benefit 
of his kind. He shivered in his wraps, and 
coughed querulous protest against the breeze. 
So you're to arm the new boat," he wheezed ; 

glad to hear it with all my heart." 

" Thanks, thanks, I shall have my innings at 
last, until — you get yours, Tom," he laughed, 
and laid a kindly touch on the other's shoulder. 
*' What news of the new idea that's to send us all 
to the bottom ? " 

*'Easy, easy," said his friend modestly, and 
almost achieving a blush, " but it's a good thing 
for all that." 

" Let us hear." 

The invalid was astride of his hobby, and he 
went furiously now, his breast heaving, his eyes 
ablaze, his punctuating finger working on his 
palm with a fierce, irregular beat that seemed to 
measure the pulsations of his heart. " Look here," 
he cried, " what do you say to a ship with a perfect 
all-round fire from everyone of its deck guns. All- 
round fire means no funnels to limit the range. No 
funnels mean no coal. No coal, a new motor in 
place of steam — gas generated in a new way. Good 
Lord I lad, it would box the compass of range, and 
deal death at any point with the mere turn of a 
winch ! Nothing could live in sight of it — ^if only 
I live," he spluttered between the paroxysms of 
another cough, " to see it through." 
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They were hard at it now on both sides, and 
the officers gathered round to hear the talk. I 
was, of course, a fascinated listener; Nykie, I 
believe, was watching the cooks getting break- 
fast in the galley. 

Men of this stamp have always delighted me, and 
I have a positive passion for their society as the 
masters of the world. It was a meeting of two 
mothers politely petting one another's babes, yet 
with a manifest conviction in reserve that each 
had produced the masterpiece. 

" A grand idea, Tom, the idea of the century, if 
you can only get all the power you want with the gas." 

" I've got it, I do believe. It was the new 
generators that almost broke me in half. And 
how are you getting on ? I hope you are sure of 
your fuse." 

" Absolutely, I fancy. Give me a look in and 
judge for yourself, the next time you are passing 
my way. Delighted to put you up." 

" Thanks, I'm poor company, I'm afraid, just 
now, and, besides, there's my little girl. She can't 
bear to have me out of her sight." 

The captain joined the group, the officers fell 
back, remaining in it, but not exactly of it. The 
civilians were less deeply affected by his presence, 
but it was only their ignorance. For the others, 
he was evidently one with the attributes of the king- 
ship. Indeed, his quarterdeck was a thing more 
absolute than a throne. Nothing else counted, at 
least for the service men, between that and the 
sky. He had the grave and gentle politeness 
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that was one sign of the sense of his imm^ise 
superiority — though it was only for this stage 
of the proceedings, I daresay. He was not even 
in full uniform as yet, and this served to 
mark his attitude. For the moment it was the 
social circle, and he was the brother officer. He had, 
however, all the promise for the higher part — a fine 
man, still in the prime of life, and with the Roman 
look and style of so many of his trade, even to the 
hair that curled in crisp locks about his temples. 
His wife and their little daughter now joined him, 
as members of the distinguished " house party " of 
the day, and the others fell back. The mother was 
evidently a prize bloom of one of the social hot- 
houses of town. The child sprang forward for her 
kiss. 

Suddenly the whole Ufe of the ship looked up at 
the sky. Something was now hovering awkwardly 
above the squadrons — a sort of box with wings, 
but with wings that served their purpose not 
much better than those of the callow bird. It 
was the aeroplane. 

They looked at it angrily, anxiously for all that, 
as a new destroyer of destroyers, a latest birth of 
time that might reduce their masterpieces to the 
value of scrap-iron, the proudest with the rest. 

Their hate of it predominated over the fear, 
though both were closely akin. They disdained to 
give it its right name. As the murmur of re- 
cognition went round the circle, it was only the 
" thingamyjig." 

It deserved nothing better just now. It was 
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merely living down to its title in awkward gyrations, 
as of a dolphin at play in some alien element. It 
soared, dipped, spun round repugnant to the helm, 
while the glasses showed a black human automaton 
rushing frantically from end to end of its ridiculous 
main deck. The figure tumbled over, picked itself 
up again, tugged for dear life, and for something 
dearer perhaps — honour and credit, at what in 
the distance looked like a hopeless confusion of 
steering-gear. 

But the thing righted itself presently, for a time 
at least, and moved, so to speak, on an even keel. 
Then their cheeks paled. 

The automaton had regained his balance, with 
that of the machine. He was busy now, with 
instruments handed to him one by one by an 
attendant. 

" What's he up to now ? " 

" Snapshotting us, by George ! " 

The two inventors looked particularly disgusted. 

" If he can hold on like this for a quarter of an 
hour ! " laughed the captain. 

They knew what he meant ; it would reduce their 
very latest to the latest but one. 

" But he can't at this range," cried the more 
genial exterminator, with angry vehemence now. 
" Why, in five minutes I could fix up something 
that would bring him down every time." 

*' He's heard you," laughed the captain again. 
" See, he's mounting, and going easy too. All 
the prize shots in the fleet could never wing him as 
he stands." 
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" A gust of windTwould settle him," said the 
invalid. It was not so much a statement, I thought, 
as a form of prayer. 

He was right over the ship now, and a shower, 
as of monster hailstones, fell on our deck. It was 
a shower of golf balls. 

The captain picked up one of them. " He's not 
such a fool as he looks, gentlemen," he said. 

" Don't be too sure of that, sir," muttered a 
lieutenant, who took care to be out of hearing of 
his chief. " See, she's dotty again ! " 

The petition for the gust of wind had been 
answered, or, at any rate, something went wrong 
once more. The thingamy] ig lapsed into all 
the eccentricities of its former behaviour, dipping, 
tilting, stopping, spurting in false starts, then 
finally turning clean over, and dropping head- 
foremost (if it had head or tail) into the water 
just under our lee. 

Before they could get the boats out, the auto- 
maton had picked himself up, and, with the help 
of a friendly boat-hook, reached our side and 
scrambled aboard. 

" Good-morning, captain," he said, trying to look 
dry as he came to a standstill in his tracks of brine. 
" Excuse me, but I rather fancy I've simk your 
whole fleet." 

" You've given us a bad quarter of an hour 
certainly, but I hope that's the worst of it." 

" I reconnoitred the land batteries at Chatham 
by ity the other day, and scattered the men at 
their gims. The water is always quite transparent 
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from a height, arid I traced every bank in the 
channel of the Medway, and all the dummy 
mines." 

" Do you hear him bragging ? " muttered the 
author of the fuse in deep disgust. 

" The silly ass," returned his friend, likewise in 
the strictest confidence. " So far as dropping 
the stuff goes, it's a shocking old hat. Poor Dawkins 
had the idea, years ago ; aye, and died for it, up 
in the air. That was the way he went to Heaven, 
poor chap ! trying to make a bit for wife and family. 
If you know a better, tell me. He never pretended 
to be the peace conference at The Hague I " 

The other nudged him, and saluted their dripping 
colleague, now within hearing, with the courtesy 
due to his brotherhood in the craft. 

" Why, my good friend, we could have winged 
you twenty times over if it had been the real game, 
though I'm not here to say it was a bad try." 

" He'll get us for all that," muttered one of the 
officers, " when he's had more time to settle her up. 
She'll do it one day, mark my words." 

" Not before we've sent other thingamyjigs up 
to tackle her, and see which is best man." 

" Not much comfort in that ; we're done for, I 
fancy, whatever happens to them. It's a case 
of ' next one, please ' ; and here she is to wipe out 
the ironclad." 

The hero of the hour now went below to dry him- 
self; and the aeroplane, or what was left of it, 
was hauled on deck in his wake. They clustered 
round it anxiously. The ungainly horror had. 
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after all, justified its existence, by bringing them 
nearer to the prophetic conception of aerial navies 
grappling in the blue, and superseding their own. 

I had my own thoughts, too, and they were turned 
to the late scene in the court of appeal. Who could 
doubt that there might be other claimants for the 
ownership of the air, with whole nations entering 
for the prize. And when we found our way to the 
stars at last, what expeditions of murder and ravish- 
ment to Venus, what futile burnings and slayings in 
Mars ! " 

" What do you think of it ? " said the author of 
the all-round fire. 

" I think it's a low way of taking life," said the 
author of the fuse. 

I turned to look for Nykie. Somehow I seemed 
to have lost my appetite for the review. 
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Nykie was not to be found in thejgalley, so I had 
to go further afield. She was not anywhere in the 
ship so far as I could see ; and I could see everything 
now, for all was glowing daylight. The sun had 
long since struck the topmasts and had travelled 
swiftly down towards the decks and the sea. I 
had, therefore, to start on a wearisome round of 
the squadron, which, in the circumstances, seemed 
rather a waste of time. The royal yacht was 
in sight in the distance, and the lines were all 
ready for the inspection. The search was too 
exasperating until I discovered her, at last, snugly 
perched on our own prow. 

" Oh, there you are ! Why, you might be the 
understudy for the figurehead ! " 

*' I understand ' figurehead ' ; I don't understand 
* understudy.' " 

" Do you know what you remind me of ? A Vic- 
tory from one of the old Greek ships." 

" I feel that I ought to feel complimented." 

" Don't be too conceited about it ; you would 
still want wings." 

" Don't you think I get on pretty well without 
them ? You ought to know." 

II 
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** Happy thought. I wonder if you are a Victory ? 
Why, if you come to think of it, that's your very 
name." 

" My name is Nykie — I told you that long ago. 
One of the officers gave it to me for fun, at our 
settlement, and it has stuck to me ever since.** 

" So is the Victory's name, Nykie, if you spell it 
in the Greek way. If ever you happen to want 
an alias, take Victoria." 

'' I thought we had come out here to see the 
sights.'* 

I deserved it, for really, with Nykie as part of 
them, the sights were enough. The royal yacht, 
with her sister craft, had begun to move, and all 
the rest was still except their pathway of dancing 
light. The stillness lasted but a second more, 
and then the guns of the whole fleet roared their 
welcome, and the yards grew all alive with men. 
Nothing remained but the personal salute of each 
ship as the Imperial figure passed. This evidently 
was what Nykie had been watching for, and she 
had taken up her station so as to see it at its 
culminating moment in the greeting from our own 
deck. 

The yacht was abreast at last, the girl straining 
her eyes towards it to catch sight of the royal party. 
The band struck up the national anthem, the 
guard presented arms, the captain, now, of course, 
in full imiform, and surrounded by his officers, was 
on his quarterdeck, eyes front and straight in the 
line of his own keel, while Nykie at the prow 
swung clear round to see the sight in all its glory. 
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In this way the accident of her movement brought 
them face to face — the great officer, at the salute, 
and the astral of the gentle savage from over the 

The effect was terrible on one of them. Nykic 
reeled, as though before some recognition dread 
and imexpected, and covered her face with her 
hands. Then, uncovering it, she looked at him 
straight with a most piteous plea for answering 
recognition on his part. 

But none came. To his sense she seemed 
invisible as the air. He turned from the deck, 
with a nod of satisfaction to his officers, which in- 
volved a compliment to himself as their superior. 
At any rate, he turned with a smile. 

It was sheer defect of the sense beyond all doubt. 
But for that, he must have seen her. He was in 
advance of the whole ship's company, and she was 
right in his Une of vision. 

The whole incident as it stood was hardly less 
clear than the light in the sky. They had met 
before as mortal and mortal, and some mighty 
spiritual tie between them, unbroken on her part, 
had kept her spiritual insight unimpaired. In any 
circumstances, no doubt, Nykie would have been 
able to see him, mere mortal though he was still. 
The astrals of the world had that power of appre- 
hension given to them under the fiat of this 
convocation. But by that fiat, too, only one 
mortal, myself, had the power of seeing them. 
The exception proved the rule. I had the 
privilege because I was the Certified, the person 
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for whose behoof the entire host had been sum- 
moned to the island — not, of course, to minister 
to his sense of importance, but simply and solely 
that he might communicate his extraordinary ex- 
periences for the benefit of mankind. To all 
other mortals the entire Isle of Wight was but 
a watering-place, with a floating population of 
tourists and yachtsmen, augmented for the occa- 
sion by the trippers of a naval review. 

And yet, but for that fiat, might he not have seen 
her as she saw him ? In that question lay the 
tragedy of the situation, for it went right down 
to the root of their spiritual relations. Was not 
the final certainty this, that he lacked the vision 
only because he no longer had the illuminating 
memory of the tie ? Something had passed out of 
his life that was still in full force in hers. 

This was certain at least — the review was at an 
end so far as Nykie was concerned. She fled the 
prow, and made for the island again with the swift- 
ness of a ray of light. 
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Nykib had fled nowhither to my ken. I could not 
find her in the isle, when I returned, to merge my 
personality in that of my principal. I trembled to 
think of her as out of the jurisdiction and 
wandering about the mainland. The apprehension 
deepened my sense of responsibility. After all, 
whatever my motives, I had broken the law of 
the skies in letting her break bounds. 

The Ancient had even less comfort to give me 
than I took to him. 

" Where's my gell ? Why haven't you brought 
her back ? " 

" She was very eager to see the ships. Perhaps 
she " 

" I'm fidgettin' about her. She's had a shock. 
I told you so." 

" You told me nothing, you highly unreasonable 
old person." 

You know what I mean." 
I wish I did. All I know is that you pestered 
me for leave." 

" And why did I want it ? Because I knew she 
could never stand the sight of the ships." 
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** Why not have said so, then ? It would have 
been so easy, instead of talking from start to finish 
only about yourself." 

" If you'd been able to put two and two to- 
gether—don't tell me." 

" Two and two together " ; perhaps he was right 
there. 

By way of making up for lost time, I began to 
bring these mystical numbers into conjunction now. 
I recalled the awful intensity of her gaze at the 
captain, as of one waiting for the full miracle of 
perception that was already complete on her side, 
and that was to transcend all laws and ordinances in 
its effects. That miracle was to be wrought only 
by the power of love. Sure of herself, she had still 
to read her fate in his e5^es. 

" She was always v^ery sweet on sailors," mused 
the old man. ** I'm one myself, you see. Then 
suppose it's a smart young officer chap, an* they 
'appen to meet in the Garden of Eden." 

" Your home is like that." 

" Match it in this little world, if you can." 

It was plain enough now. The smart young 
officer had grown into the captain, and in his callow 
state he had walked with Nykie in the garden as 
a visitor from the skies. I remembered her words : 
" Three days of Heaven on earth ; and, for the 
last day — One Day." That one day with her had 
been the experience of a lifetime, and with him 
perhaps but the incident of an hour. He had gone 
away to the duties and the chances of his cloth — 
the poUce beat of the world, the excitements of 
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storm or battle, the hopes of promotion, the pull 
of life and action with its multiple strain. The 
girl had remained alone, with her rocks, her seas 
and her stars, to concentrate all her energies 
of soul on one imperishable memory. The sight 
of the ships had revived the memory, not as 
an expectation, but as a quickening of every 
spiritual sense that made the recognition something 
quite inevitable on her part. The one who had 
walked with her in the sacred grove, himself as 
sacred now, had been found only to be lost again, 
in her sense of his absorption in a new life of other 
feelings, other interests, other ties, which for her 
was a realm of death. 

And this seemed to give me warrant of a kind for 
a curious fancy I had once entertained of her, 
without any warrant at all. It had come to me 
when I had idly asked myself is not marriage going 
out of fashion, and it now returned more insistently 
than ever. I began to think of her as one under a 
ban of indefeasible rights. There she was, sad, 
yearning, forlorn in our moonlight, as she might 
hereafter be in the shades. She seemed to share 
the melancholy acquiescence of the vast majority 
of the real best of her kind, who have ever to say 
** not unto us " in regard to the main purposes and 
joys of being. There are certain elementals, life, 
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness — so they 
run in the inventory — and it is extremely hard to 
subdue the itch to write to the papers, when they 
are denied to ^ whole cat^ories of the race. She 
seemed to stand out, in her beauty, as the great 
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sacrificial t}^ of some annual tribute of the Virgins 
of our old money-grubbing societies, the thousands 
of Cologne a mere handful in the comparison. 
Most of our young maidenhood is bom as surely 
into old maidenhood as others are into poverty 
and vice. And all, I fancy, to appease some 
two-headed Moloch of Luxury and War, waiting, 
in speechless wonder at our slowness, to be toppled 
over into the blood and dust at his own feet. Few 
escape him but the extremes of rich and poor, the 
former cherishing the right to progeny as their 
supreme possession, whether they are able to enjoy 
it or not, the latter seizing it as it comes. 

The ships were preparing to weigh for the return 
to their several stations on the planet, and it was 
" all ashore " for visitors now. I could but single 
out "ours" among the throng, considering what 
had just passed on her deck. The captain's gig 
was alongside, with a motley cargo of persons of 
distinction, their servants and multitudinous 
baggage following in another boat. The gig was 
gay with awning and polished brasses, with the 
whiteness of immaculate decks, and the graceful 
personal litter of refined womanhood — ^alivc with 
chatter as I might judge, though I was not near 
enough to hear it, and certainly all astir with the 
signals of farewell between herself and the leviathan 
above. The very guns seemed to be trying to 
look festive in honour of the occasion. liie cap- 
tain was the last to appear, as he led the way 
to the side for the wife and daughter we had 
seen earlier in the day. When they had settled 
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in their places the boats pushed off, with caps 
and handkerchiefs in the state of excitement 
proper to such occasions, and the bare-headed 
commander waving the good-bye that was but 
the promise of another meeting. 
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The two astral nations meanwhile went on clamour- 
ing for war. 

They haunted the shore commanding the view of 
the fleet — the one side in fear, the other in hope. 
It never occurred to them that no fleet of mortal 
build could make either side a penny the better, or 
a penny the worse. 

Had it been possible to leave the island, the 
British astrals would certainly have settled in one 
immense swarm on their own squadron. They 
strained for the nearer view of it with an eagerness 
that nearly brought its own fulfilment of desire. 
Their millions were as a rampart along the entire 
northern shore ; and the unhappy races and nations 
to whose use this part was assigned were pressed 
harder than ever. Luckily, being for the most part 
Asiatics, they were in good training for the in- 
fliction : they only smiled, shrugged shadowy 
shoulders, and gave way. 

And all for one squadron only I What would it 
have been if Britain had thought proper to summon 
her entire strength in this arm ? She might surely 
have formed a coil as of some unprecedented sea- 
serpent for the whole isle, unbroken from bow to 
stem. 
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And to go further, think of all the fleets of all 
the world to complete the array. The monster 
would then have been I know not how many folds 
deep, blackening all the waters, choking into lethal 
quiet all the life, save where such as it had already 
swallowed for its own uses might yet stir fitfully 
within its own inside. 

Yes, think of it — the English fleets first, from all 
the seas I Then the French, the German, the 
Russian, with Italy and Austria well to the fore. 
The Baltic emptied of all its navies, the Mediter- 
ranean emptied, the Black Sea, the whole Atlantic 
coast on one side of the world : not so much as 
a gunboat left anywhere, but at this great assize. 
The very Turk sending all his bulwarks of the 
brine warranted to hold water, and not to shake 
to pieces under the fire of their own guns. Little 
Greece even at the rendezvous, with Norway and 
Sweden ; only Switzerland absent for want of an 
admiral and a coast. Morocco, perhaps looking 
in, if only with a launch and a gun. And this 
still but the beginning of it. All the Americas, 
their big sister at their head, a mighty array if 
you put them end on end. Japan and China; 
and then the unconsidered trifles of lordship and 
empire, still provided with something murderous 
afloat, if only from the scrap heaps of our marine 
stores. The thousands of ships, the inestimable 
tons of broadside and hail of quick fire, the miles 
of baited mine, the myriads of area-sneaking plimger 
and torpedo, in the subways of the sea I 

And all this as security for the good behaviour of 
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a tiny population of the world that can stand up- 
right in its tracks in the Isle of Wight ! It is too 
killingly absurd. Dismantled for the emigration 
service, they might cany all the hungry men and 
women to all the hungry acres waiting to receive 
them, in ten times their present mass of settlement 
and of cultivation. They could make the earth a 
garden, they could give every one of its inhabitants 
his corn-field or his cabbage-patch — at the worst, 
his very own back-yard. What are they but a 
vast sea-grabbing machine to match the military 
invention for the land, with nothing left but the 
conquest of the starry spaces, to bring us to the 
horrible conception of a universe without cover for 
an ownerless thing ? 

It was a dreadful situation for Nykie, and she 
wrung her hands over it on many a breezy height. 
I watched her, and as soon as I found my opportunity 
I asked her to help me to read her thoughts. 

" It is all my fault," she said, " and oh ! it weighs 
me down. All these millions punished because of 



me. 
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It may be so — I am not in the least attempting 
to contradict you — but I should like to know how 
you happen to know." 

" You have heard of judgments — things in 
Scripture — ^judgments on people who do wrong. 
They often preach about them in our island." 

" So they do in ours, but generally on the imder- 
standing that the other man had better be warned 
in time." 

" Well, all this new trouble that has come with 
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the coming of the ships is just my fault. I brought 
on the stoppage of the leave, and — how dreadful ! 
did you notice that the Angel in the skies pointed 
straight at me ? " 

" You may be right ; I wonder what you had 
done." 

" Gone aboard the ships, taken pride in the 
ships, felt that I didn't mind what they had come 
for, to fight or play, so long as they were there, 
forgotten all the fine things I had ever said against 
the wickedness of fighting just as soon as they 
came. Don't say it's all my fancy, please. Some- 
thing has happened to let me know it, and to lay 
my punishment on me, all in one. Perhaps I'll 
tell you some day. Oh, isn't it shocking to think 
how we play with life, always doing the same old 
silly things over and over again, and just chancing 
the odds, till something happens and the game's 
up. That's what has brought down the judgment 
on all of us, and I'm the cause. All the astrals in 
all the world kept in, and just for me ! I could kill 
myself for it if I knew how." 

" It does seem rather a large order in retribu- 
tion." 

" I don't understand you ; I never do when you 
talk in that sneering sort of way." 

" He can't be a very fair-minded angel ; they are 
all ten times madder about the ships than you 



are. 
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No, no, not all, that's just where you make 
the mistake. I know my own wicked heart. It's 
only our angry English and Germans — always 
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squaring up to one another now. The others would 
be as good as gold if they were left alone. But 
they seem to catch quarrelling, like a fever from 
those two, all over the world. Ob, I do wish I 
could do something to set it right ! " 

" Well, begin to do something — anything ; right 
or wrong, I fancy, it's boimd to do you good. You 
can't get a change of scene under the fiat ; try a 
change of occupations." 

" Do you suppose I haven't thought of that ? 
I've found out what people feel about it ; I've 
found out what I ought to do." 

" And that is ? " 

" Stop the war." 

" The peasants tried that, and what came of it ? " 

" That was one people only ; I want to band all 
the peoples together, all the peoples in the world. 
It has come to me just now — at this very moment, 
while I've been talking to you." 
How are you going to begin ? " 
Suppose I go and see some of them about it — 
eh?" 

" By way of starting a general strike against war ? 
What a capital idea ! " 

" I don't know what you call it, but that's 
what I mean to do." 

The men, however, were not to be drawn even 
by Nykie — the creatures are so imcommonly shy. 
All her attempts to win their suffrages of feeling or 
opinion were wholly vain. She almost took their 
hands about it, and looked into their eyes ; they only 
blushed confusion, but answered never a word. 
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She grew tired of them at last and addressed her- 
self to the women ; then she had it all her own way. 
Their hatred of the whole business of war was 
intense, open, and imdisguised. Everywhere they 
were ready to send up their wail against it, and 
Nykie soon had them by vehement thousands in 
her train wherever she moved. With their infants 
in their arms, they tried to bar the path to 
their conscript fathers, when the summons came — 
a new struggle of Love against Death The poor 
fellows pushed their way through at last — with 
soft compulsions, not unaided by reactions of 
hysteria on the other side, and sometimes by 
swoons, but with thoughts in their hearts which 
perhaps had never before been taken to the 
battlefield. Yet still they gave no sign. They 
took their places in the ranks ; they marched 
off to their distant stations, and, so far as they 
were concerned, the movement against war seemed 
to have been driven underground. 

But presently it flashed into light in the strangest 
way. I watched the armies gathering for their 
work, and now only awaiting the signal to begin. 
I was at the outposts, where things were naturally 
in a state of the most extreme tension, when, to 
my utter astonishment, I saw two of the sentries — 
German and English — meeting and talking in the 
friendliest way, not, I felt sure, with the help of 
any gift of tongues on the part of the poor ill- 
educated fellow on our side. However, there they 
were, laughing and grasping hands, behind a hillock 
which for the moment sheltered them from the 
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observation of their officers. What were they talk- 
ing about ? It was impossible to say, but it was 
evidently an entente cordiale as far as it went. These 
occurrences, I understand, are quite common in 
the battlefield. Wounded enemies often meet in 
the ambulances to find that they had nothing in 
the wide world to fight about. When the firing 
has died down, and victor and vanquished lie 
together in the awful illumination of the final 
hour, that experience is almost universal. It is 
more rare to find it before the fight ; but here it 
was. 

And, when it was over, instead of parting with 
ear and rifie still acock, our astrals simply laid the 
weapons down. Then, grasping hands once more, 
and parting like men going to their doom, they 
strode back to their quarters to give themselves up 
as sheer human beings in strike against war. 

The commotion was dreadful in both armies. 
It was now no band of peasants sickening at 
the sacrifice on one side, but two men from the 
two sides in a concrete case of protest and of 
self-sacrifice — their " we don't want to fight/' 
without a trace of any patriotic reservation to 
follow. Once more ; and there was its tremendous 
significance, it was the strike against war. 

They were instantly placed imder arrest, and with 
all imaginable speed court-martialled to answer for 
their lives. The German was perhaps the more 
expeditious process, but there was little to choose 
between them. The verdicts were almost simul- 
taneous, and the verdicts were death. 
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There seemed no help for it ; the poor wretches were 
without a plea, as pleas go in matters of this sort. 
They had corresponded with the enemy. They had 
deserted in face of him, if only back to their own 
ranks. There were, no doubt, a dozen other 
reasons : the military codes, like all the others, 
produce such things without stint. The best of 
laws leave even the best of people under a per- 
petual sense of liability to come up for judgment 
when called upon. The true offence of the cul- 
prits, and the unpardonable one, was their discovery 
that they were bom to love each other at will, 
instead of to hate at command. This deepest in- 
tuition of the true business of us aU was their 
damning fault. Their very willingness to die for 
it was but an aggravation, and their simple avowal 
of it was almost contempt of court. 

They avowed it in their own characteristic ways. 
The German was all intensity of sentiment tem- 
pered by profound obeisances to superiors, and 
illustrated by the frequent laying on of hands in 
the region of the heart. Our poor compatriot 
had never a word to give his feelings dignified 
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utterance, still less a gesture. His highest flight, 
a " blow me if I could kill the bloke, arter I'd got 
the feel of 'is 'and" was considered wanting to 
all the proprieties of the situation, and availed him 
nought. 

They were marched forth at once for the final 
scene. The swiftness of the action of our whole 
drama of death was the most awful thing about it. 
*Twas but an affair of minutes from first to last — 
offence, surrender, trial, and tramp to the place of 
execution, all, as it were, in a breath. Com- 
munities are capable of these decisive measures 
under the sense of crisis ; so they put out fires, so 
they stamp out plagues. 

It was a solemn spectacle. Both armies were 
drawn up in sight of one another, as though they 
owned a common interest in the example. Nykie 
and I saw the men led out and placed within 
hollow squares, formed with difficulty owing to 
the exigencies of space. No one stirred ; the 
armies, thousands deep, were like painted masses 
of red and blue — sullen, resigned, indifferent, or 
God knows what else, so great a spiritual mystery 
is ever a great gathering of our kind. The officers 
alone gave life and movement to the scene by 
advancing with drawn swords for the signal to the 
firing parties. All was now ready for the 
tragedy. 

Then an incident — so common in these moments 
of tension — the something imexpected, and, as often 
as not, ludicrous as well. In this case, however, 
it was not of that order. A woman with a child 
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had somehow pushed through the German ranks 
to take a final leave of one of the condemned. It 
was his wife, a peasant I should say, by the cut 
of her. Her presence, it is needless to remark, was 
altogether against the rules. There had been one 
parting, I believe, with the chaplain offering appro- 
priate consolations, and the corporal wiping a tear 
from his eye. The second ought never to have 
taken place, if the square had done its duty. But 
the poor half-clad figure of motherhood in the 
velveteen stays and the bare arms, its more fugitive 
fineries streaming to the winds, had somehow worked 
its way through, with a baby boy, about the only 
himian being in good spirits in the whole expanse. 
He was in that frame of mind, because he was going 
to see his dad again, and to claw the uniform, and 
impart a sort of sympathetic polish to the buttons 
from the pinkness of his own finger-tips. 

To see him at his work was, for many of us, to 
turn away with sobs that went up, in their unison, 
like a deep groan from the very heart of things. 

Yet bad as this was, it was even worse, Nykie 
thought, on the other side, where they were settling 
the hash of our countryman in the same deliberate 
manner. The poor fellow was so evidently "out 
of it " in regard to the tenderest uses of life. He 
was a sort of mudlark in a shako — the very one, by 
the way, I had previously observed in the band of 
soldiers rounding up the Solomon Islanders. 

Nykie was in agonies at the sight of him, and, as 
it turned out, for the strange, the almost incredible 
reason that there was no woman by his side. 

12* 
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"To be racked, I suppose, with keener pangs 
than his own ? " I asked indignantly. " Is that 
what you mean ? " 

" It is his dark hour, and it is the woman's right " 
was her absolutely inconsequent answer. 

" It would break her heart." 

" Some woman, surely, has a claim to be there 
to have her heart broken." 

" Perhaps not." 

" The greater the pity to see him so low as that." 

" It would do him no good." 

" How do you know ? " 

" It would certainly do no good to her." 

" How do you know ? " again. 

It was beyond question a new way of putting it. 
The p>oor womanless rowdy became pathetic, as 
perhaps the Hotspur of some Kate of the pickle 
factories, with his gutter equivalents of " give my 
roan horse a drench " for her scant share of his 
regard. But just because she was not with him 
now, to repay him with fuller interest of tenderness, 
it was evident that, not Nykie's heart alone, but 
the hearts of all the women within sight, went out 
to him in sheer pity of his default of the bounties 
of God. It was the most primitive of all their 
" rights," this partnership of affliction with a 
being so intolerably forlorn. His very want of 
desert made his claim the greater ; for aught they 
knew, perhaps no one of them had ever cared to kiss 
his little blackguard mouth. Yet, just as he was, 
he had been touched at last by the awakening of 
something in him that was divine. To him had 
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come, however tardily, a revelation of the brother- 
hood of man which had made him forfeit his own life 
rather than lay another low. It had come to him 
in his own way ; in one vmprecedented moment he 
had succeeded in purging the fumes of beer and 
bacca from his eyes for purer vision, and had found 
his fellow-creatures " pals." 

This was the situation, on one side and on the 
other, when suddenly from ours there went up a 
cry as of all the Rachels bewailing the sorrows of 
all the world, and a flock of women, witn Nykie 
at their head, flew down to their Tommy to share 
his fate. 

And then a portent : the firing party refused to 
act. They simply threw down their arms, and 
with cries, not unmingled, I fear, with blasphemies, 
rushed to their condemned comrade, and took their 
places by his side. It was still but the spirit of 
martyrdom rather than of active revolt — ^just so 
many more to die. The colonel took it in that way, 
and without waiting for arrest, trial, or sentence, 
ordered his square to fall to at once for the aug- 
mented work of death. 

But nobody stirred, no, not one, until the whole 
assemblage within sight, army and people alike, 
suddenly thrilled into new life, and, surging 
forward, settled the whole business off hand 
with the most valid of all reprieves. 

It was a new fact, as they say, in the courts of 
appeal. And, with this, in a trice, came a newer. 
The prairie flame of sympathy caught the entire 
host on that side, and far beyond. Army and 
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people, women and men, they rushed together to 
make a rampart stronger than triple brass around 
the victims, and their shouts, like the hymn of a 
nobler battle, ushered in the war strike of the 
human race. 
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This was all very weU, but the strike had yet to 
include the race — ^and meanwhile ? 

A flash from the other square, but with no report 
to follow, another cry of the women, and we knew 
that Germany was standing out. Her man had 
suffered astral annihilation — by a method imknown 
to me. 

The fraternizing nations paused. They had an 
impulse, but as yet no organization. With such a 
power against them the strike would be a failure, 
the war would go on, so, now, once more, 
they had to hold to their arms with grimmer 
resolve than ever. It was no longer a matter 
of mere conquest, it was one of self-preserva- 
tion. The old despotic power would fight 
against the new spirit, since that fight was 
essentially its fight for life. Compared with this 
the wars of people against people imder the old 
dispensation were but the scuffles of the nursery. 
Despotisms die hard. This one had smitten the 
democracies again and again ; it was ready for 
them now, and its gage of provocation and defiance 
was the new deed of death. 
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The others of its kind took heart. Russia 
lifted her head amid her disasters, to revoke 
charters of Hberty, to banish and to expeL The 
British colonies resumed the walloping of their 
pet nigger, the Dutch began to have hopes of 
starting Malay drives, as a precious resource in the 
event of the permanent detention of the astral 
forces in the island. 

So we stood, with the dismal conviction that 
nothing but a new miracle could save us, and that 
the age of miracles was past. We were premature ; 
we forgot that when things have come to that pass 
the miracle is due. 

The sky grew troubled again. The svm was 
almost hidden by inunense masses of cloud, fringed 
only at the edges with a lurid light to show us that 
it was still day. And suddenly the whole island 
seemed to shiver from end to end, and a cry of 
•' Earthquake ! " rose from all the astral ranks while 
they stood Uke shapes frozen to their stations, with 
all the rigours of the old interdict of motion laid on 
them again. 

Nykie was as helpless as the rest, unable even to 
wring her hands, but with a look of entreaty that 
almost drove me to distraction. I knew what it 
meant : it was a plea to me, as the only mortal 
with the gift of dual powers at will, to offer the 
counsel of interpretation, and active aid. 

I responded at once, and made off for Shide, 
near Newport, where I knew that the core of the 
mystery lay. Here was the only man in the 
world who could tell us all that we had to 
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expect, all that we had to fear. He was the 
magician of the earthquakes, or at least their 
great expounder. He had studied their laws, 
and had settled here to found the first earth- 
quake observatory in the world. It was on a slope 
of the great Down of Pan — how happily placed as 
to the dignity of its associations ! — and his work- 
shop was a mere garden adjunct to a cottage that 
was a perfect temple of the rural amenities. Here 
were the ancient eaves, the white and brown of the 
dwelling-house, with its background of the imme- 
morial slope (now covered with quaking astrals), 
and probably quite unbroken in its contours since 
the dawn of man. In the garden, just beyond the 
quiet houseplace, lay the laboratory, where they 
registered every shudder of the innermost caves of 
earth and sea, and booked the business of seismic 
convulsion to the tune of some thirty thousand 
shocks a year. 

I had assumed my astral shape, and I entered 
the laboratory by the open window to reconnoitre, 
before applying in proper form at the door. Alas ! 
it looked very much as though the only indispensable 
person in the world was not at home. At any rate, 
the place was empty, save for the presence of another 
astral, a German professor, or nothing, from the 
spectacled crown of his head, where the glasses 
lay in momentary repose, to the solid soles of his 
shoes. 

I wished him no doubt exactly where he wished 
me, partly because I was mortified by his charac- 
teristic anticipation of my search for useful know- 
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ledge. I figured him, in my wrath, as one of the 
commercial travellers of his nation, trying to book 
an order in earthquakes without any regard to the 
courtesies of competition. 

We nodded with scant greeting, and then fixed 
our gaze on the apparatus that takes the heart- 
beats of the earth. It was a heavy column 
of iron, fixed in concrete running deep into the 
soil, and made as solid as might be by human 
skill. It stirred for all that, yet from no lesser 
cause than the tremors of the whole orb within 
itself. The top-like rotation of the movement 
on the axis, the catapultic rush of the move- 
ment in the orbit, have no part in this purely 
personal agitation. They are wholly a matter 
between the ball, and the daily ravage of the 
molten fires that form the stuffing of its case, 
the daily devastation of their path as they 
make and immake cosmic history beneath the 
coating of verdure and of flowers. The an- 
guished planet imparted the rhythmic beat of its 
pain to a huge pendulum that registered every 
symptom in crayon on a roll of paper; and the 
strange picture writing was the diary of the globe. 
Always there was some entry : never, never, day or 
night, was the record free from the zigzags, however 
narrow, that told how the world had fared, 
sleeping or waking, in its innermost life. 

The last sheet torn off the coil lay before us on 
the floor, and the professor now bent over it with 
troubled gaze. 

"We are going to get it at last," he said in 
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if 



ith 



glish, as idiomatic as need be, though with here 

d there a troubled consonant. 

" We've got it, I hope," was my answer. " I 
't care to have a thing Uke that in front of me. 
y it*s all over now." 
No ; it's too early to talk like that ; the worst 

to come." 

" To come," I faltered. 

He said nothing, but again bent down over the 

leet. 

It was scored in the most extraordinary way — 

a long line of slight divagations right and left, 

if the pendulum had almost ceased to tick, 

id, above this, with a gradual and yet a sudden 
[broadening, as if the huge recorder had accelerated 
^its course to mark the base of a sort of pyramid of 

saster. 

"Where is it?" I asked. 

"Where is it going to stop— that's the point, I 
tell ]^u. Our worst troubles are still to come. At 
present we're only at the fag end of the line of the 
last shock. If it proadens " 

** Excuse me, if what ? " 

"If it proadens — I speak English, I think — in 
our direction, when it starts again, we're done for. 
And it's going to start." 

" But if it narrows ? " 

"Well, then, perhaps it may smash Iceland 
instead of us, perhaps aU northern Europe, perhaps 
the whole world. If it takes the wrong turning, 
it'll be the biggest thing in history, perhaps the end 
of all history.' 
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*' I wish the master were here to overhaul you as 
you go on ; you are a bit too deep for me — ^not to 
say a little trying for my nerves." 

" I care not for the master, and I'm afraid your 
nerfs are hardly in the game. It may be nature, 
fate playing bowls with the whole earth." 

The cold drops stood on his brow, and this time 
they began to gather on mine. 

" Don't you see," he cried impatiently, " we're 
in the line of the Great Fault ? " 

Sheer terror possessed me now, the terror of a 
sudden illumination more startling even than his 
own, a feeling in which all form, ceremony, usage, 
was swallowed up like a scroll in a furnace. 

" Stop your jargon," I cried, " and say something 
a man can understand. What do you mean by the 
Great Fault ? " I could have sprung at him. 

The phantom was in much the same state. 

" The Great Fissure in the earth's crust," he 
roared, " the great ' crack,' if you want the baby 
word for it, that runs right along the whole western 
coast of America, and that has shaken Lima, 
Ecuador, San Francisco time and again, always 
travelling nor'-nor'-east to widen the rent. The 
eastern branch makes straight for Europe by the 
Gulf of Mexico, under the ocean bed, and mainly 
in the line of the Gulf Stream. It smashed 
Lisbon over a century ago, just in a fit of high 
spirits, and to signalize its safe landing on our 
side. Its true course is always the ocean bed, its 
true mark the inland seas. Lisbon was really a 
misfire ; it was trying for the Mediterranean, and 
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t got there at Calabria, a century or so later, and 
at Ischia after that. The seas and oceans are 
the natural rifts, and it wants to deepen them, and 
save labour in working out its natural destiny of 
splitting the globe to pieces. It's due in the 
Channel and the North Sea next. As I locate this 
last shock from the charts, the real centre of dis- 
turbance is somewhere in mid-ocean of the Atlantic, 
on the trade route between Southampton and 
St. Thomas." 

He flew to a map, and laid a trembling finger on 
the spot. "That's where it was just now when 
the register marked the worst to date ; and it's 
coming straight our way. Look at the fine zig-zag 
line ! It was then only an earthquake under the 
sea, where some of the worst of them sputter out 
and keep all their mischief between themselves and 
the fishes. It it stops there, well and good, and 
we shall come off with the mere shiver of the shock. 
But if it hits us square, we're done for, and, 
with us, perhaps the earth too." 

" And serve us jolly well right ! " I cried. I 
hardly knew what I was saying now, still hag- 
ridden with my new and awful idea. 

" What do you mean ? You surely don't hold 
that siDy theory about the cooling at the surface ?" 

" I don't hold any theory, except that the earth's 
all hell fire within, banked as long as we behave 
ourselves, but ready to burst forth in a moment, 
with a stir of the devil's pitchfork, and send us to 
our righteous doom. What else would 5^u have 
with such an orb, and such a set of wretches on 
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it to flitter away their glorious opportunities, 
instead of turning them to proper use ? I see it 
all now. If the rainbow is God's clemency — that's 
how I was brought up — the earthquake is his 
patience on the wane ; that's what I've lived to 
find out. I like to think of it, the great subter- 
ranean halls and caverns, the molten rivers glowing 
in the light of their own heat, the immeasurable 
vistas of doom ready to put an end to the experi- 
ment of trying to run a planet with a population of 
fools. I hope you are right, and that it is going 
to give Europe a taste of its quality for the wind 
up — Europe the source and centre of the madness 
that has turned the whole scheme of creation into 
a bad practical joke." 

" I do not go so far as that," he said slowly. 
** What are you driving at ? " 

"What can it be, but Europe the workshop of 
war as the applied science of destruction ? Why 
shouldn't it go, with aU its rulers — aye, and all 
its priests too, who are not much more tlian beaters 
for this sport of fiends ? " 

" I see no sign " 

" How many more do you want ? You saw 
the flash that slew your German conscript just now, 
that broke one woman's heart, and raised the cry 
that was the answering wail of agony from all the 
womanhood of the world ? " 

*McA so," he said, reverting to his own vernacular 
in his agitation. " Excuse me, but would you mind 
my reporting this to my Emperor ? '* 

And he was off. 
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I FOLLOWED him, to rush back to Nykie with my 
news of the real horrors of the situation. The entire 
astral swarm was still in the same state of despair, 
paralyzed in its ranks, and the fatuous human 
inhabitants were still in the same state of in- 
difference. The contrast only made matters worse. 
It was due, no doubt, to the grossness of their 
nature, yet it was sickening to see mortals 
walking, talking, and going about their ordinary 
affairs just as though there was nothing amiss. 

The agony of my fellow-astrals, on the other 
hand, when Nykie proclaimed far and wide the 
real gravity of their danger, was truly piteous 
to behold. In threatening the destruction of 
the entire globe, this deprived them of all the 
happiness of their spirit life. For they were still 
in their origin, as well as in their habits and 
their sympathies, the kindly shades of the 
hearth and of the family. The loss of their 
accustomed haunts would leave them in unutterable 
desolation of soul. Their chief delight in the world, 
so long as their activities were confined to that 
sphere, was in their hovering companionship with 
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human kind. They joyed with their prototypes, 
sorrowed and loved with them. In such affections 
they lived their lives over again, and more finely, 
because of their freedom from all the coarser 
associations of sense. It was bad enough to be 
imprisoned in the island, but that was nothing 
to having no home in space. 

The dreadful news — the Professor's as well as 
my own — now ran like wildfire from man to man, 
nation to nation, race to race. And, as all stood 
cowering in the fuller knowledge of what their 
peril might portend, a new and a more powerful 
shock made the earth reel, while mountainous seas 
and lurid heavens seemed to threaten them with 
the worst. This time it was sensible to the mere 
mortal inhabitants, for it brought one or two of 
their steeples about their ears. The distracted 
creatures joined in the panic dance, without, how- 
ever, having the slightest suspicion that they had 
all the world for partners. 

And now a cry arose for peace louder than any 
ever raised for war. It came from all the peoples 
in all the tongues, and it was harmonized by its 
character of a universal submission and a universal 
prayer. The deep Teuton note was the strongest in 
the whole chorus. The German people had suddenly 
realized itself, in the irresistible might of its trained 
millions, as the German army at will ; and it went 
over to the strike with decisive effect. The German 
soldier, at the same time, realized himself as 
primarily the German citizen; and his slain com- 
rade, who had been the first to die for this nobler 
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ideal, was destined to be the last of the martyrs 
of war. 

The embattled armies crossed to each other's 
lines to fraternize, and to learn that there was 
nothing to divide them either in interest or in 
passion, but only everything to bind. With that 
the shocks ceased, the sky cleared and revealed 
itself in rainbow beauties, the whole face of the 
island was ashine with the new light of the world. 
The prayer had been heard, as soon as it went up 
from the whole of humanity. The women raised 
their hosannas ; they had won, and changed the 
soul of the race. The cry of the hearth was now 
the voice of authority and of power in human 
affairs. 

The strike was soon mutual, international, uni- 
versal throughout the island. Without that it 
would have been no more than " I welcome your 
embrace, but excuse me if I keep my gun." The 
governments were paralyzed ; the military clans 
and their dependent classes, sullen but resigned. 
Reciprocity was the dominant feature, for it removed 
the old difiRculty as to the first step. 

The astral weapons were not abandoned; they 
were reserved for the use of the new International 
Guard of the world, a guard strong enough to 
protect the democracy against its enemies within 
and witHbut. Every citizen became a soldier 
only as a citizen, and in defence of the civic ideals. 
With such a force, the strong places became a 
superfluity, for no country could hope to protect 
itself by contrivances of that sort against the 
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militaiy police of all mankind. Those that had 
been seized by mere force of habit, rather than as 
matter of necessity, at the moment of our descent 
on the island, were left unguarded. Carisbrook 
Castle, till now strongly garrisoned by astral forces, 
was again a playground, even to the astral eye. 
The forts dotting the coast were abandoned by 
their astral occupants in just the same way. The 
tremendous battery crossing fire with Hurst Castle 
was left with but a single astral defender, and that 
a venerable female of the Gampish order who had 
moved in with her belongings of portable baggage 
to do the charring, and, as she put it, in reply to 
my respectful inquiries, " to answer the door." And 
even she was self-appointed to the ofiice. Her 
excuse was that, in the present conunotion of joy, 
she had need of the peace and quietness suited to 
her years. As I left the place, I saw her busy in 
an embrasure with active preparations for astral 
tea — purely fanciful, of course, in regard to any 
imaginable use or purpose, with one in her disem- 
bodied state. 

The democracies leagued for this service of order 
were solemnly pledged to the simple duty of re- 
straint, without unnecessary violence, of any dan, 
province, state, or empire, venturing to take any 
quarrel whatever into its own hands, or refusing 
to submit any difference to the arbitrament of an 
areopagus of humanity. Their instructions on this 
point were explicit ; they were to keep the peace of 
the planet as our police keep the peace of the pave- 
ment, without prejudice to the settlement of all 
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national disputes in the law courts of the kingdom 
of man. The maxim that each nation is the sole 
judge of its own honour was inscribed on a scroll, 
only to be solemnly burnt, with the codes of 
duelling to which it belonged. In one word, the 
Great Anachronism was at an end in all its 
branches, and public murder had at last gone the 
way of private war. 

Then came a new fury of energy among us, 
the fury of peace. The armed constabulary of 
our astral world perambulated all its quarters, 
with a glare of brotherly love in their looks 
which suggested something out of Irish anec- 
dote. It was a little awkward, no doubt, at 
times, as involving the paradox that those who 
wanted to stop the fighting were exactly those 
who seemed most eager to begin it. However, 
with the universal recognition of their authority, 
our guardians learned the wisdom and the 
moderation of ages with every tick of the clock. 
Before we had time to regret their excessive zeal, 
we had settled down into perfect tranquillity, and 
our island earth had become a scene of all the 
finest activities of our kind. 

All these effects, as I have just shown, were 
virtually simultaneous and inmiediate. We were 
still but in the morning of the second day of my 
strange adventure ; and, in the actual count of 
hours, the evening and the morning had not quite 
made the full twelve. It was a peculiarity of our 
astral being that time and space, as reckoned by 
mortal experiences, were nothing to us. We were 
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capable of living whole ages in a second, as electrcxis 
live whole solar systems on a pin's point. Think of 
all that had passed since the moment of my stepping 
forth from my bedroom window on to the strangely- 
peopled lawn — the assembling of the total humanity 
of the world in an astral delegation in our new and 
for ever truly Blessed Isle — ^my journey out and 
home over the greater part of the globe — my 
wondrous discovery of the virtually uninhabited 
condition of that planet, and of its boundless 
possibilities for the support of human life. With 
this, take the wars or rumours of wars on 
the island, concentrating in another striking im- 
pression all the travail of the ages of human 
wretchedness and human folly, from the earliest 
moment of recorded time. And now, well within 
sight and touch, imminent, the great Pacification, 
with the earth redeemed to its right uses, and 
humanity to the fulfilment of its noblest destinies. 

As the sun shone out again in all its briUiancy, 
the fleet took its departure, unmarked now by the 
astral inhabitants of the isle. It went out of our 
lives as something that had scarcely touched them, 
so completely were we cured of our conceit of 
aggression. There was one exception — Nykie stand- 
ing on the flagstaff of a fort, immobile, and with 
her face set in resignation, yet also, I thought, with 
the sense of peace. She seemed to have conquered 
her private sorrow with the feeling of a larger pity 
for her fellows. For all that, I still had to ask 
myself whether, but for that sorrow, the public 
cause would have profited to the same extent, 
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Perhaps it was but work for others as the anodyne 
of a personal pang. I soon had the grace to see, 
however, that the motive was really no business 
of mine, and to confine my interest and my gratitude 
to the result. After all, she was but an old-fashioned 
woman, brought up in a lonely land. And though, 
as a woman, she was left a sufferer, even in the 
world's hour of triumph, it was still but the way 
of the world. 
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It was our last hour on the island. I was as eager 
as the rest to go : the quick succession of experiences 
had been too much for me. I wanted rest, above 
all ; no, not above all ; the supreme want was still 
astral society. The prospect of being left alone with 
my fellow-mortals in that lotos land of the vale- 
tudinarian was death to me. How take up the old 
life of the morning walk, the evening concert, the 
afternoon tea, now that I had had the run of all 
nations and races, seen the fiercest shocks of battle, 
and ranged the clouds ? The thought of its smug 
settlements, its villas, its lodging-houses, and its 
promenades, with their ordinary inhabitants, was 
devitalizing to the last degree. 

And besides, as I have just said, there was the 
special companionship, there was Nykie. Radiant 
creature ! How henceforth face the dawn and the 
moonrise without her ? 

Did she feel it in that way ? I don't know. 
There was uncertainty, but, as things stood, the 
benefit of the doubt was enough for me. There was 
no possibility of illusion as to her wish to keep her 
secret, and as to mine, I am proud to say, to let 
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her keep it till she gave it of her own accord. In 
this respect I had come to better thoughts, if only 
because, in her presence, it was not easy to make 
the other sort serve. And I at length began to 
believe that she had come to kinder ones, and that 
the thought of our parting was anguish to her. 

And now it was a question of making up their 
little party for the return journey. The Ancient, 
his daughter, and Reuben were matters of course, 
but there seemed no place for me. I could hardly 
propose to accompany them without seeming to 
thrust myself where I was not wanted. I was in 
utter perplexity about it at first, but presently light 
came with the question of their itinerary. 

" Which way do we steer ? " said the Ancient. 

"Why not the old way?" said Nykie. "I 
know every inch of it." 

" Which of 'em ? " he returned. ** There's two 
old 'uns now — the one we took under the marshals 
when we came to convocation, the other when you 
had your outing with this — young man. As for 
the first, I never looked to right or left, and I'll go 
bail you didn't do much more.'* 

" I meant the other one." 

" That's Asia, my dear, and it's an awful long 
way round." 

*' Distance is no object." 

" That may be, though I'm not so sure. WeVe 
a long way to go, and we must be back home 
within the four-and-twenty hours. Come, didn't 
you find it a long way round ? " 

" I don't remember," she said meekly. 
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" Besides, there's England. We all want to 
have a peep at England. I haven't cast e3res on 
it for I don't know how many years ; and as for 
you, why you've never seen it at all. Must have 
a peep at the Old Country. 

"I'm bound to see it again," growled Reuben; 
*' it's been my fancy all my hfe." 

It was about the only speech I had heard from 
his Ups since I had the honour of making his 
acquaintance ; and, for that reason perhaps, it had 
very much the effect of a decisive word. 

" And what about Amerikee ? " continued the 
old man. " So kind to us all in our island — ^next 
to our own people, the kindest in the world. We 
might shift for ourselves over there, if we'd someone 
to show us the curiosities in the Old Country," and 
he looked hard at me. 

" I could manage England, father ; I've read 
about it all my life." 

" Tut ! tut ! what's readin'. Lose your way fust 
go off." 

" I'm sure I should only be too happy," I said, 
" if my poor services " 

Such sentences are usually left imfinished, when 
one's mind is intent on the root of the matter. It 
was certainly no very far cry to the Land's End, but 
it was a start, at any rate, and I left the rest to luck. 

" And thank you kindly, sir," said the old fellow, 
and so it was agreed. 

And now came a renewal of my old difficulty. 
Who was to accompany Nykie on the long journey 
— myself in mortal form, or my wraith and rival ? 
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My powers of levitation were all very well for flights 
within the island, but they were wholly inadequate 
to a longer venture. Yet, even for such a glorious 
opportunity, how yield her up to a go-between ? 
In this way, I again became the victim of a spiritual 
torment, quite unique in all human experience but 
my own. I was actually jealous of myself, and 
I foimd that I had been so from first to last. I 
had overcome the feeling so far as to allow my 
astral to accompany Nykie to the ships. But that, 
after all, was a mere jaunt ; and I could still keep 
my eye on him. I now positively writhed with the 
thought of their companionship in a second tour 
of the world. I was gnawed by envy, racked by 
a feeling that was hate or nothing, or, at best, all 
uncharitableness. At length, as before, the matter 
was settled by a kind of fluke. My very longing 
to be with her at all hazards produced my emana- 
tion in bodily shape, radiant, confident, happy, and 
as though preening himself for his flight across the 
sea. The pang was simply intolerable. I tried 
to conquer it by considerations of good breeding 
as well as of principle, but the effort was beyond 
me ; and in an instant I became conscious of a 
reversion to instincts and habits of primitive 
savagery which undid the work of ages of culture. 
In one word, I became the veriest rowdy on the 
island. 

** You do manage to come in for all the soft 
things," I growled. " But there ; get out of my 
sight as soon as you can, and mind you don't 
break your precious neck.'' 
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** No fear of that,'* he sneered ; " but I hope the 
wish is not father to the thought. 

'' Don't ask impertinent questions. 

'' Try not to make yourself a laughing-stock, 
he said, with spirit, for he, too, was nettled now. 

'' Take care. I could will you back into no- 
thingness again, as I did before." 

" I defy you to do it," he cried. " I am the 
creation of your own desires, and your only chance 
of being with Nykie at all. The first time )rou 
played that trick of annihilation on me, you had 
her here in the island ; with, or without us, she's 
going to leave it now." 

It was a poser, and I saw that he knew as much> 
by the furtive glance of triumph with which he 
watched me scratching my ear. 

" Try it," he continued, pursuing his advantage. 
'' Smash me up, and lose all chance of learning her 
address for ever." 

'* Curse your impudence ; then you don't mean 
to say good-bye to them in England ? " 

" Not if I can help it, you bet ! " 

This additional touch of grossness only made him 
more truly my counterpart in my present mood. 
It was impossible to contend further with him ; 
the wretch had the whip hand. 

I thought of all that awaited me, if I suffered 
him to leave in this way. My mission as the 
Certified at an end — and it was at an end now — I 
should have to fall back on my intolerable round 
of life as an inmate of the hotel. My longing for 
further knowledge of Nykie was no part of my 
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duty or my right ; and, in any case, he alone could 
carry out the quest of her place of settlement, with 
all its delicious hopes. 

"How do I know that you'll ever come back,'* 
I cried ; "for that matter, that you can ever come 
back at all ? " 

" How do I know," he returned, " that Fm ever 
going to get there ? " 

" To get where — how dare you put thoughts in 
my mind ? " 

" Where you want me to go, old chap," he said ; 
" to the island in the South Pacific, as your 
spy." 

It was now the coarseness of a blackmailing valet 
with a secret — open, brutal, and unabashed. But 
alas ! I had shown my cards. 

I was cornered, and I gave in. " You can do 
it if you try. And — do try your hardest. I can't 
live without Do ; to oblige me." 

Supplication now, where but a moment ago I 
would have held him back as with wild horses from 
the longer journey. How the tables were turned I 

" Anything to oblige you, I'm sure," he said, and 
I turned away. 

" Poor fellow ! I hope he won't be lonely/' 
I heard Nykie say, as he joined their party. Her 
words were compassionate enough in tone, yet I 
felt that they were my sentence of doom. There 
could be no doubt of her preference for me in my 
astral shape. After all, our mating must still be 
by affinities, of a sort ; and though the most privi- 
leged of mortals, I was not one of her kind. Her 
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contented smile, as she bade him welcome, was 
maddening. In another moment I could have 

But I really don't know what I could have done, 
for as my rival now settled by her side I became 
in consciousness one with him, and, at the same 
time, in perfect spiritual companionship with her. 
All sense of the conflict of interests had vanished 
clean away ; and, as before, by some indescribable 
confusion of thought, I found myself rejoicing as 
an astral in having so completely put him, as a 
principal, out of the game, and recovered my right 
to the exclusive use of the first person singular. 

The signal came at last, and we were free to 
depart. It came in no further sign or portent, but 
simply in the sense of power. There was one 
mystic simultaneous movement when the whole 
swarm of us rose into the air, and, without obscuring 
the sunlight, made a luminous veil of vapour 
through which it poured in a softer radiance over 
all nature. It was a moment, I thought, in which 
even the very clods of mortaUty below were aware 
of something beyond their daily round. They 
certainly looked up as we rose, but, I am afraid, 
only because they took us as a sign of rain. 

Beautiful were our astrals in the free air, nation 
by nation, race by race, a band of happy school 
children breaking up for the uttermost ends of 
the earth. Beautiful in their national dresses, 
their gorgeous imiforms, their flesh tints from 
darkest bronze to cream, rose or rose-pink, the 
swelling draperies of the women — all statuesque 
in line, even when they were but rags. Happy 
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were they in the sense of release, in the sense of 
companionship. They had formed parties for 
their journeys, this time under happier omens — 
people and people generally, tribe and tribe ; 
but sometimes they were in simple pairs, the 
unit of all the loyalties of nature. 

They were invincibly characteristic even in their 
flight. The Germans went off in solid phalanx, 
and taking the time from a conductor for their 
cheers of jubilation. The British showed a good 
deal of daylight in their ranks. They seemed to 
be less concerned in getting home than in getting 
home alone, and one or two seemed to be going 
round by way of the Polar regions to avoid the 
company of a fellow-creature. The Americans were 
for making a race of it, without having much idea 
of the goal. They talked incessantly of "getting 
there," but few, I think, knew where. The 
coloured people of nearly all sorts — ^now, no doubt, 
from mere force of habit — seemed to be merely 
bolting from the white. The Chinamen showed 
a tendency to wander skyward, as though they were 
aspiring to the highly materialized Heaven of their 
native books of devotion. Their select parties 
engaged in this quest used up all the floating bits of 
cloud as boats, and carried fluttering strips of paper 
in many colours which seemed like so many tickets 
for celestial gates. The Latin peasant races some- 
times tripped off in beautiful survivals of the classic 
dances of antiquity, and some of the more incor- 
rigible of them went home in song. But they were 
^ happy with it, and that atoned for all. 
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Yet the whole human race, as they rose, by no 
means covered the expanse of sky immediately 
above us ; it was another sign of their insignificance. 
As we realized ourselves we were but a larger fli^t 
of swallows. I had already learned that the ** over- 
peopled earth ** was only less of a sham than the 
over-peopled sky, yet I must confess I had hoped to 
find that our passage across the sun*s disc would 
have blotted out our globe for awhile. It did 
nothing of the sort. As we rose, we were but 
a mass of light vapour, and, in another moment, 
the same vapour shredded by the wind. 

It was pleasant to see the island again in its fields, 
parks, gardens, broad stretches of beach, ev&i 
housetops, where these had been covered by the 
astral swarm. We had stood so thick, except here 
and there for the clearances of state and pomp, 
that to astral vision we had given the whole surface 
a sort of second pavement of heads. The ordinary 
•• beauties *' of the place were, in consequence, 
quite obliterated. Freshwater Down, during our 
stay, was but one huge amphitheatric slope 
packed, as it were, for a spectacle in outdoor 
sports. The Chines were choked with astral 
humanity, and their delicate little convolutions 
of mystery, dear to wandering pairs, were filled 
with our prying eyes. Some of their windings had 
even been used as prisons, as offences multiplied 
under the jurisdictions. The mere change of colour 
was now a joy to the sense ; the whole verdure 
of the island seemed to have been freshened after 
a shower of rain. No blade or flower h?td suffered 
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the slightest pressure from an astral tread, though 
nearly all the surface had been covered, with the 
exception of the tiny watercourses, and of the one 
or two areas at the extremities, reserved in the 
event of an astral overflow. The very markets 
had been held in a medium of astrals, all un- 
observed, of course, by the beeves of the merchan- 
dize, or by their next-of-kin in the taprooms. To 
all mortals but myself the whole astral life of this 
particular convocation was far less perceptible to 
sense than the air. 

The closeness of the packing was founded on a 
miscalculation natural in the circumstances. It 
was feared that the island might, after all, be a 
tight fit for the entire count of the race. As a 
matter of fact, it was quite a loose one. The 
marshals soon found out their mistake, and released 
many from the housetops, the latter having been 
originally occupied by way of making good the 
value of their sites in square yards. It was odd at 
first to see the very summits of steeples utiUzed in 
this conscientious way, but that soon ceased by 
conunand. 

One and all, and this was the central fact of 
the whole business, they did not depart as they 
came. They were now spirits of a new spiritual 
world. They had come with all the follies of their 
tribal relationship, the infirmities of their too close 
affinity to clay. They went back with new souls 
of their own. They were individuals where, till 
now, they had been but representatives. They had 
a new sense of the beauty of the world, and of the 
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meaning of life. It was impossible to suppose 
that any of them, even those professionally 
engaged, could ever again descend to the futilities 
of the ordinary s^nce. They would speak to 
mortals, if they spoke again, with a voice of 
authority and of power for the revelation of 
the greater mysteries, and would never again 
consent to chronicle the smalt beer of the spirit 
land. That was all over. No more rappings for 
them, no more apparatus — the floating fiddle, the 
dark cabinet, the locked slate, no more fakirs' 
fasts, tempered with hot suppers after the closing 
of the doors. They were newborn into a sense of 
the grandeur of being, the beauty of man's place 
in the sua. 
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We crossed the Solent in beautiful weather, and 
were in London in five minutes. We were for 
beating up the less-known quarters of the monster 
city, and leaving the mere show places as a fore- 
gone conclusion. But here came a difficulty with 
Reuben, who was for exactly reversing the process. 
He made straight for Rotten Row, planted himself 
against the railings, and was not to be dislodged. 
There was nothing for it, but to leave him there for 
a time in charge of the Ancient, with a promise 
to pick them up later on. 

What's wrong with him ? " I asked Nykie. 

A new attack of an old complaint," she said. 
He's just silly about London. Seeing England, 
for him, is seeing London, and seeing London is 
hanging about some place he calls the West End. 
That was what brought on all the trouble with him 
years ago. He'll never get over it ; mark my 
words." 

How did that come about ? " 

England turned his brain long before he saw 
it. We girls were eager enough about it, too, I'm 
sure ; but he was crazy. How can any of us help 
something of the sort ? Distance magnifies, when 
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a place like England is seen from a dot of an 
island in the South Seas. The smart officers 
that come to see us in the men-of-war, the 
picture papers they show us, the things they 
tell — these are the magnifiers. All so bright 
and beautiful: Kings and Queens going to be 
crowned. Lord Mayors giving people their freedom, 
one at a time, reviews, functions — whatever that 
means — carriages and horses all over the place, some 
of them motor-cars, pretty actresses, everjrthing all 
alive ! What are we to do ? " 
" Yes it is a malady, I suppose, and catching." 
" And poor Reuben had it very bad indeed." 
" How did he get there by himself ? " 
" We sent him over. We had to. There was no 
holding him back. He just pined for it. He was 
wasting to a shadow. Then father gave way, and 
let him go. He didn't go as an astral, you know ; 
he went in his own flesh and blood. Father got him 
a free passage on a Queen's ship — the ships were the 
Queen's then — and we gave him something to 
keep him while he was there. Then he was to come 
straight back again, and tell us all about it. Besides 
that, he was to write every day ; and when we 
thought of having his letters to read, we were as 
keen as he was to have him start. 

" They were lovely letters at first, and the 
newspapers that came with them — ^lovelier still ! He 
became what is called the rage — ^printed pictures of 
him and great ' headlines ' — don't you call them ? — 
underneath. * Noble Savage in London ' (he wasn't 
a savage at all ; oh, they are so impudent when 
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they like !) : ' All the way from the South Seas. 
New Zealander Forestalled. St. Paul's from the 
Arch of London Bridge. Both Still going Strong. 
Eats like a Christian. Forks made after Fingers. 
Must be up to Date. Interview with Her 
Majesty/ Oh, it was so exciting for all of us ! 

" Then of course the aristocracy took him up, 
as they always do anything that deserves encourage- 
ment, and he used to go to evening parties. It was 
dear though ; he had to buy black clothes to go in — 
most of the shirt outside, and a strip from the 
tail-end round your neck — you know, I daresay. It 
ate up nearly all his money at the start. 

" * He may be starving now,' we all cried, with a 
shudder, when we heard of it. 

" ' There's the yams,' father said. 

" We had forgotten that ; our people had given 
him three sacks of them for his board, when he 
went away. 

" ' Yes, but when they are gone ? ' 

" ' Let him fall back on the aristocracy,' said 
father : ' don't teU me ! ' 

" At first we didn't quite know what father 
meant. It seemed so shocking, if you took it one 
way, but, of course, it was nothing of that sort. 
We all felt as he did, on second thoughts. The 
aristocracy would look after Reuben. How could 
he go wrong when they had him under their eye ? 
We were so pleased to think he was among his 
betters — people who would set him an example^ 
That's where you have such advantages in 
England. 

14* 
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" Then came a cloud. He began writing foolish 
letters. Sent us a portrait of himself in a thing 
called a topper — never saw one till I came over 
here — and seemed to be going to drop his old 
religion for a new one. You must have some 
religion to live by — mustn't you? and he seemed 
to be trying to get it by ' being smart ' — that, I 
believe, was the name. He left off asking after 
the humbler sort of people in the settlement, and 
never seemed to speak of anybody where he was, 
except when they had a handle to their name. 
* My friend. Lord This,' ' My charming hostess* 
Lady That ' — all part of the religion, I suppose. 

" Smartness, it was quite a craze with him at 
last, and he promised to introduce it into the 
settlement. We couldn't understand it in the 
least, and he never seemed to be able to tell us what 
it meant. All he could say was that smartness 
was — smartness. Of course, that only made us 
more anxious to know. But we took care not to 
get cross with him about it, or to make him cross. 
Why should we ? We thought it might be quite 
a fine thing, if only we could find out more about 
it. It was English, you see, and that was almost 
enough for us. But he never could explain, or he 
never would, which was much the same thing. 

" We felt sure it must be some sort of a new 
religion, since he seemed so fond of it, for he 
had been very piously brought up. We had 
classes about it and tried to piece it together from 
his letters. But we couldn't get much further 
than ' topper,' ' going the pace,' and siUy things 
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of that sort, so we had to give it up. We asked 
him to send uk some of the hymns, but he never 
did. What made us so sure it was a new rehgion 
was that they were always so busy on Sundays. 
Every week-end he went somewhere, and did things 
that would have seemed quite foolish to us if we 
hadn't known. Once he played cards with his new 
friends, but father told him he would have to 
stop that at once, or come home. He said he was 
sorry for us — quite pert, you see, now — people who 
start new religions often are ; so I've heard say. 

" I was the first to guess what was wrong ; they 
were making a show of him, not to say a laughing- 
stock, and there was a woman at the bottom of it 
all. I knew it from the way he began to rave about 

Lady as the Smartest of the lot. One of the 

aristocracy, too : she ought to have been ashamed 
of herself! She was making game of him, just to 
amuse the others. That was why he got the 
invitations to the Sunday parties, for parties they 
were, and not a bit of religion in them at all. 
He told us she used to call him her ' Noble 
Savage ' — this opened my eyes — and that they 
used to go off into roars whenever he spoke. I 
could have shaken her for it. 

" She never let him leave her side. She lent 
him like, from one to the other, and it was ' Please, 
bring your Noble Savage ' wherever she went. 
Then he was expected to make them laugh. He 
wouldn't hear of anything wrong in that. He 
said they were always laughing in the Smart Set, 
and what they called their leaders were those who 



214 ALL MOONSHINE. 

could make them laugh most. Laughing on 
Sundays— did you ever hear of such a thing I 

" Then he began sending us samples of the 
smart things they had said. Would you believe it 
there was no understanding a single one of them, 
no, not a single one I Oh, how we tried. Just 
then father was introducing what th^ call reforms 
into our government. A council — I think that 
was the name — father, and the schoolmaster, and 
the steersman of the whale boat, and two or three 
others of the cleverest in their different lines. 
They used to meet on Wednesday evenings in the 
schoolhouse, and talk over things. Well, the first 
thing we laid before them was Reuben's jokes. 
They tried two or three, but they gave 'em up ; 
there was really no making head or tail of them. 
But father said they had better persevere, for 
perhaps it was their ignorance. 

"Just when we were in that state of mind, out 
came another joke. It was called ' The Modem 
Pennyloap,' and he bad heard it at a supper one 
Sabbath evening, when they had been out motoring 
all day and got home late. Of course, it had sent 
them off into shouts — all their jokes did that. 
Reuben was the only one who didn't laugh, and 
when they asked why, he was obliged to tell them 
he didn't understand it. Then they laughed more. 
He sent it on though, and said he would let us 
know what it meant in his next. Meanwhile, he 
thought we might like to have a try at it, and we 
could send back answers if we liked, and be would 
read them out." 
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" Perhaps I might guess it, Nykie. What was 
it about ? " 

" I wish I could remember it, but it has clean 
gone out of my head. Ask father; he knows it 
by heart ; you see, if you don't think it the very 
silliest thing you ever heard." 

I did ask him at our next meeting. 

" Oh, that yam ! I see my geU has been telling 
tales out of school. Yes, sir, I've got it all right, 
but I couldn't teU you what it means, to save my 
life. See if you can make anything out of it. Here 
it is : 

" ' Madame,' said her husband to the modem 
Pennyloap, ' I am starting for a distant joumey, 
and my honour is in your safe keeping. Do not 
forget ! ' 

" ' The lady made a knot in her pocketankecher.' 

" That was all — every blessed word of it. Did 
you ever hear such mbbish ? I like a joke as wel] 
as any man, but it must be something I can under- 
stand. There was no sense in it, I don't believe. 
The Council couldn't make nothing out of it, and 
then we sent it down to the mothers' meetin' ; but 
it was just as bad there. 

" ' Pennyloap ' it seems was all right ; the school- 
master straightened that out. She was a Greek 
lady, whose husband had gone away on business 
and left her to keep house. Then a lot of boarders 
come without pay in', and wouldn't clear out. But 
that didn't take us far ; and all the rest, teacher 
said, was Greek to him. Oh, how we hammered at 
it — half the night through, an' nothing for our pains 
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" Then I see what it was with poor Reuben ; 
something wrong here, sir" — and the old man 
pointed to his brow. " So I orders him straight 
home by the first boat. And we've had to keep a 
pretty sharp look-out on him ever since." 
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We stayed a good half-hour in Britain. There 
was no help for it : it was so enormously 
interesting. " Better see it all, gell, while you are 
about it," the father said; "you may never be 
this way again." 

It was the Old Country for all of us ; even I had 
begun to feel a stranger to it. So much had passed, 
and events, not dock hands, are the true measure 
of time. We ranged over it to the remotest Ork- 
neys and Shetlands, and thence back to the 
southern verge, dipping freely on the way for 
closer acquaintance. 

It was all fair to Nykie, because she had brought 
into it something — a sort of secret of everlasting 
high spirits, for the moment altogether beyond 
my ken. It quite threw me out of my part as 
cicerone ; my poor guide-book lore was hardly an 
item of the reckoning. 

This was more tantalizing than her other secret, 
and I naturally longed to make it a secret for two. 
At first I tried to do it all by myself, by the old 
method of putting two and two together, but I 
soon grew tired of that. It is a good way, but 
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you have to be a clever fellow. Then I fell back 
on the child's way of tugging at her — meta- 
phorically alas! — in sheer question and answer. 

"Don't fidget so," she said. "It is all so 
simple : can't you see ? You are so wrapped up 
in your old siUy Mr. Superman — I beg his pardon 
— that you were talking to me about yesterday. 
He is all right, I daresay. You must be true 
to yourself, of course, but you must still make him 
square with the Sermon on the Mount." 

" One of the bishops says it can't be done." 

"I'm stiU sorry for the bishop. You'll never 
get rid of that— that " 

" Predominant partner ? " 

"Anything you like, so long as it means the 
Sermon ; it will keep coming back." 

" They are opposites, Nykie — deadly opposites, 
I was going to say." 

" I'm glad you did not ; they are only opposites 
that have to live in peace and love. All the great 
people have come into the world just to bring such 
things together." 

" How are you going to do it, Nykie ? " 

" Brotherhood. You'll never get the brother- 
hood of nations, tiU you get the brotherhood of 
men. Don't you see ? " 

" Not quite : sometimes I can't see the brother- 
hood for the brothers." 

" Why ? " 

" They are so ugly." 

" Of course they are ; that's why you're there 
to make 'em beautiful. All life is that or nothing. 
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Ugliness is the enemy ; you are done for, if you 
go down before that.*' 

" Such beasts, some of them." 

" Such capital exercise — I fancy that's nearer the 
mark." 

" Isn't it easier to get out of their way ? " 

" It might be, if only they would get out of 
yours. You have to reckon with 'em, whether 
you like it or not. How are you going to give 
them the slip, I should like to know ? " 

" Shut yourself up in pretty houses in pretty 
thoughts ; book for the best seats at the play, and 
so on. Won't that do ? " 

** Try it : mere doctors' stuff. No, no ; the fresh 
air treatment — brotherhood ; that's the only 
way." 

We happened to be taking a look round an opium 
den, just then ; and a wretch that we found lying 
there set me thinking as I had never tliought before. 
It was not for the sight — that is common enough, 
and every slumming duchess sees it now — but for 
the suggestions. '* What is he seeking ? " I said 
to myself. The answer was clear from his mur- 
murs — the Golden Land, the land that is heart's 
desire for all of us — the land where all's well in all 
nature, and especially in your relations with 
human kind. He had soon, of course, to pay the 
penalty for having sought it by the path of mire, 
but he was safe to the end of his foul debauch. 
To enjoy this rapture of being without a next 
morning, I thought, would be to have the secret 
of the gods — or Nykie's, which is just as good. 
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Beside its ecstasies, all common joys are but 
as pain. The rapture is indispensable in life: else 
why take the trouble to be bom ? How are we to 
get it without next mornings ? Religions are for 
that sort of fine art ; music too ; all the trumpet 
calls of the spirit are for that. 

Our next experience of the kind happened to 
be a little virtuoso in the topmost gallery of the 
opera on a gala night. Princes and lords blazed 
below in all their panoply, but the virtuoso seemed 
the only happy one. He was wholly for the 
music ; they were for a thousand other matters, 
most of them silly pomp and mastery, low ambition 
and the pride of kings. He was in the other world, 
the little fellow ; and until you have that within 
call, you cannot possibly hope to make a do of 
it in this one. 

Then something whispered to me that to be thus 
without even the fiddling would be the highest 
reach of Nykie's m5^terious, her now indispensable, 
art of life. 

I tugged at her again. 

'' To stand four square in brotherhood to all 
the winds that blow, and with joy in the tempest — 
is that your lesson of our adventure in the island, 
oh, my more blessed Krishna of the perfect rule, 
and the lesson you are to teach us ? " 

*' I think it is. I can't quite follow all you say, 
but I think so." 

'* Well, let me go on. What do you under- 
stand by the sort of message that came to us in 
the Wight ? " 



ALL MOONSHINE. 221 



" Feeling beautiful about all things — that's what 
I understand by it, feeling '* 

" Don't tell me too much ; let me see if I know my 
part by myself. You are the prompter : just a word 
here and there. With men and women, for instance, 
would that transfigure them as with the sense of 
the true significance of life ? Would they be as 
players in a play played before the angels— every 
Jack or Jill of them, with the sense of a starring 
engagement, little or big, it matters not, so long 
as it all fits into the great drama ? " 

" I don't quite know what you are after. 
What I mean is that no single thing in all the 
world should surprise you with the idea of its 
being something accidental, wrong, or out of its 
beat in coming to you. You are to take it exactly 
the other way ; it's your glorious chance of turning 
dross into gold." 

" And to take care that wherever the enemy, 
which is fear, starts on you from the thicket with 
his footpad yell, he sha'n't trip you up." 

" ' Footpad,' that's one of your many varieties 
of thief ? " 

*' It is, Nykie — someone that knocks you on the 
head, and makes your eyes see sham fires of doom." 

" How you do put yourselves out of the way to 
make each other wretched ! " 

" As for sorrow, suffering, failure, you positively 
revel in such things, instead of getting snappy about 
them. They're simply matters of business— of the 
great business of working them all up into beauty 
of life." 
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*' You are doing better now ! " 

'' Tell me something more about the ugliness, my 
spirit child, the sheer unadulterated ugliness — 
squalor, drabness, moral or material. That is in 
the footpad business, too.'' 

** I don't think I have seen much ugliness, I must 
say — ^sun, sea, rocks, sweet people, that's what I've 
seen mostly." 

" Come this way." 

I led her the round of a few of our Christian 
ghettos. We all know them, I suppose, by this 
time. Why particularize ? 

" Hideous," she said. " How silly to leave things 
so!" 

'* Never mind about that. * Hideous ' was the 
word : stick to your guns." 

" How absurd you are ! Beautiful, too ! " 

'* Come now ! " 

*' Beautiful because, if you are not hideous as 
well, you'll make it like yourself." 

"Hideous — beautiful! On which foot are you 
going to dance, my Nykie ? " 

*' I usually dance on both ; don't you ? " 

" You know what I mean." 

''And you, what I do, hideous as the blight, 
beautiful as the bloom to which you are going to 
change it. What are you going to do about it, 
and right away ? " 

" I begin to have a glimmer, light of my 
soul." 

'' I can't think why you sliould hold out so long 
about such trifles." 
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** The glimmer broadens into open day, Nykie. 
Try this. The hideousness is great tragedy, and 
great tragedy is ** 

"' Stage plays again ; you do talk so much about 
them. They're forbidden in our settlement." 

" For purification," I continued, "by pity 

and terror, and there are bigger things for purifica- 
tion than the woes of walking gentlemen. Give 
me a lift, Nykie. Am I going on all right ? " 

** Yes, that's just my feeling about things ; every 
bit of it : the lower they are, of course, the higher 
by what you can make them." 

*' And the uglier the more beautiful ? Q.E.D." 

" What does that mean, I wonder ? Well, never 
mind ; you'll explain how you get there afterwards. 
You are there." 

*' What is the true picturesque but this, my 
Nykie, the secret of the touch of interpretation ? 
Go into any art gallery — why not drop into Chats- 
worth ; it won't take a moment ; your father can 
stay here and look at the shipping. Look at these 
peasant interiors, these lowly folk — ^what makes 
them all beautiful as the Westphalian garden-land 
that we passed a few hours ago ? Simply this, 
that an artist has known how to restore them to 
their natural harmonies. Well, why can't we be all 
artists in our way ? Think of the butcher-boy 
we saw just now, whistling down at the girl in 
her 'airy,' and winking as she came to the 
gate. They call that vulgar ; I say it is as beau- 
tiful as anything in Catullus — aye, and so was the 
street in Camden Town in which it passed. They 
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are both spirits, Nykie — ^mortal or immortal, I 
care not — and spirit, I suppose, is the only reality 
— though I have known people who liked to have it 
with a working waist. Hadn't we better be getting 
on?'' 

" What a grand country this is ! " she cried, as 
we hurried back from Chatsworth. *' It holds so 
much more than ours. There is ^vers^thing in it — 
parks, gardens, people enjoying themselves, lawn- 
tennis parties, boating parties — what's that down 
there in the field ? " 

" A cricket match." 

'* Cricket matches, then." 

" And that — tearing along six-and-thirty to the 
dozen, the dark streak in the strip of road blazing 
white in the sun ? " 

" A motor-car." 
Is that pleasure or business ? " 
Pleasure, I beUeve ; at any rate, to those in 
the car." 

*' Look at all those miles and miles of wood and 
shrubbery and lawn, and the river running through 
it, and the fence all round. What's the fence for ? 
Have you any wild beasts in these parts ? " 

" Perhaps a few beasts of prey." 

" Well, what's the place for, anyhow ? " 

" It's a gentleman's seat." 

" What's that ? " 

" Oh, a sort of settlement for one of the care- 
takers for the English people." 

" Lazy things ! Why can't they manage their 
own property ? " 
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" And the handful of little houses m between the 
big ones ? '* 

" That is where the English people live." 

" It's very kind of them, I'm sure. I thought I 
missed them somehow. I don't seem to see any- 
body about but the * sports.* What miles and 
miles more of just — ^nobody. I wonder what 
you do with them all ? Do they hide in the 
little houses ? What would happen, I wonder, 
if you stirred them up with a stick ? " 

" Much good, I fancy, Nykie, for the little houses 
and for the whole land.'* 

" I never saw such a country ; it seems to be all 
pleasure garden." 

" Look again. Don't you see the patches of 
brown and red and purple, pale gold and bur- 
nished." 

Oh, yes, I make them out now." 
Well, you see, you spoke too soon ; there's even 
a little agriculture, too." 

" So there is. Aren't you cunning, with your 
tiny bit of fields ! " 
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Reuben's revolt was a lucky thing for me. I got 
leave to see them another stage on their way 
home. Yet I did not so much get it, or even 
take it in the French way : it simply occurred. 
None of us thought of saying " good-bye " at 
Land's End. We just went straight on — I 
with the others — and we were in mid-Atlantic 
before I, for one, remembered that I was not to 
leave the EngUsh shore. 

This was our order of flight : the Ancient, with 
Reuben in charge, in one division, Nykie and I 
in another. It was easy steering, for mistakes 
were almost out of the question. We had only to 
follow the outward-bound steamers for the States. 
At our rate of flight, the track seemed covered with 
ships all signalling " this way to America." British, 
French, German, or other, we overhauled them one 
by one, and we soon got well ahead of some of the 
record-breakers that had been five days out. Grey- 
hounds of the Atlantic forsooth ! " Tortoise, 
ahoy ! " was sometimes our saucy hail. As path- 
finders, of course, the homeward-bound were nearly 
as good as the rest. 
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We crossed comfortably in an hour and a half, 
and could have done it in less, but for our passion 
for seeing life. We boarded the first-class liners for 
a peep at the quality, and then the emigrant ships 
In one of these Nykie's papa grew almost maudlin 
over a dance in the steerage, and we thought we 
never should have torn him away. These were 
about the only incidents. Once or twice I fancied 
that I caught the vibration of the ^wireless mes- 
sages. It was but fancy : we were immune from 
all physical effects not directly spiritual in their 
appeal. But it was something to try to believe 
that every tremor of our being was a shock of the 
gossip of the world. 

I was eager for the landing. All my life, as the 
phrase goes, I had been dying to see the great 
republic, without having had the pluck to begin. 
It was not for want of the most flattering induce- 
ments. I had once declined an American offer to 
lecture on my special subject — the Digestive 
Apparatus of the Aard Vark. The terms were 
most tempting — a sum down, a liberal percentage 
on the gate-money, a brass band and processional 
welcome in the principal towns. My cabled 
message in reply ran as follows : — " Regret, 
impossible. America too big to be seen by any- 
body : myself too little to be seen by her." 
There was no room for such considerations now. 
Visible or invisible — and I was, of course, the 
last — I was with Nykie ; and that was enough. 

We separated for a quarter of an hour, on our 
arrival at New York, to glance at the wonders of 

IS* 
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nature and art in this part of the world. Nykie 
and I hurried off to Niagara ; the Ancient and Reu- 
ben decided for Tammany Hall as, on the whole, 
the more significant sight. There was scant time 
for more on the eastern seaboard. We had a busy 
day before us — to cross to San Francisco, and to 
land, some of the party, at least, in the mid-Pacific 
before nightfall. On our return, I regret to say, we 
found that Reuben had been rather troublesome. 
Tanmiany seemed to have affected his mind, for 
on leaving it he had an acute attack of sky-scrapers 
on the brain. He settled on the tallest, and began 
to take measurements of it, in lengths of his own 
body, with the view to the erection of a beacon in 
his native isle. We got him under way at last by 
a stratagem. The Ancient affected to call a council 
on the summit of the structure, on the question of 
our route across the continent. Reuben took part 
in the discussion, and forgot hb plans in our 
abundant promises of greater marvels to come. The 
route was really a very simple matter. We had 
only to follow the Union Pacific Railroad, that 
characteristic attempt of Uncle Samuel to give him- 
self utterance in the " mighty line." 

We lingered a moment at Pittsbuig, and at 
Chicago ; and, on the border of Iowa, we diverted 
our course for a few minutes to make a thorough 
survey of the Mississippi Valley. We saw the great 
river both ways, from its source to its mouth, and 
I was able to satisfy myself that the valley had 
not been overrated, and that, both in extent and 
fertility, it might easily serve to accommodate 
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the whole human race. We lost nearly a quarter 
of an hour by this digression, but I wanted, once 
and for aU, to settle the point in my own mind. 
And now away and away in the straight line! 
Illinois behind us, Iowa and Nebraska in front — 
limitless well being, with store of beauty to come 
when man has quite subdued nature to his will. 
Will they ever end — these himdreds upon hundreds 
of miles of " monotonous prosperity," the huge 
homesteads that are still small for the scale of the 
place, and that rarely know what it is to be in sight 
of each other's smoke ? Verily for no mean reward 
have the outcast husbandmen of the world set 
their faces this way. Here they are, in their own 
persons, or in their progeny, coatless aU the 
working day, according to the good tradition, 
dressed for comfort and leisure when the 

" Patriarchs sit at supper, with sons and grandsons and great grand- 
sons around them,'* 

and yam Europe, Asia, Africa, from the magazines, 
or sample the ages with the help of their glorious 
dirt-cheap literature of the richest thought of man. 
The whole scale is Brobdingnagian. The fields — 
hardly one of them will look up at you for owner- 
ship, under the square mile. The teams, by all 
accounts, go a-ploughing in their season, as Tig- 
lathpileser went forth with his chariots to the 
war, in lines that seem to stretch from verge to 
verge. The stored com is not so much in stacks 
as in hills. The flocks are something of a terror : 
if you fell in their line of march, you might never 
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hope to rise again when the long yellow ground- 
swell of fleece had passed. What hounds of com- 
mon breed can hope to compass them : the steam 
collie is surely the next invention on the way. The 
herds are to match, the swine especially — ^for 
multitude and for impetus the greatest wonder 
of them aU. Presently we shall overtake them in 
interminable trains bound east, and cooling off 
at the stations imder cataracts from the fire-hose, as 
the cars slacken down. Yet beast and man, farm- 
stead and church and schoolhouse, with all the other 
signs of settlement, are again but as flies on the 
dome of St. Paul's. At our elevation and our rate 
of flight, the vast stretch of landscape seems but 
primitive Nature tempered by an occasional fence. 
No room to live for a poor little terrestrial popula- 
tion that could be herded on the Isle of Wight ! 
Oh, the lie of it 1 And the pedants of political 
economy, the world over, busy with their tractates 
on the limitation of the output in human life — 
oh, the blind stupidity as well ! Surely our pigmy 
race can never fill the void. Look at them there, 
furrowing fresh fields in black loam that would 
sell by the precious shovelful in our English 
marts. 

Father Whitman is the only poet for such a land, 
and he sometimes has to be taken on trust for the 
fullness of the human life. 

See, in my poems immigrants continually coming and landing. 

See, in arriere, the wigwam, the tiail, the hunter's hut, the flat-boat, 

the maize-leaf, the claim, the rude fence, and the backwoods 

village, 
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See, on the one side the Western Sea and on the other the Eastern 

Sea, how they advance and retreat upon my poems as upon their 

own shores, 
See, pastures and forests in my poems — see, animals wild and tame — 

see, beyond the Kaw, countless herds of buflfalo feeding on short, 

curly grass. 
See, in my poems, cities, solid, vast, inland, with paved streets, with 

iron and stone edifices, ceaseless vehicles, and commerce, 
See, the many-cylinder'd steam printing-press— see, the electric tele- 
graph stretching across the continent, 
See, through Atlantica*s depths pulses American Europe reaching, 

pulses of Europe duly return'd. 
See, the strong and quick locomotive as it departs, panting, blowing 

the steam .whistle. 
See, ploughmen ploughing farms — see, miners digging mines — see, the 

numberless factories. 
See, mechanics busy at their benches with tools — see from among them 

superior judges, philosophs. Presidents, emerge, drest in working 

dresses.** 

"I don't call that poetry," said Nykie. ''I've 
told you once before." 

" Was I thinking aloud ? " 

We dipped to earth at intervals, looking into 
men's eyes — into their hearts sometimes, as we heard 
the talk that went on among them without the 
suspicion of a third party. The soliloquies were 
better still. The fashion of these has gone out of 
drama because drama doesn't know any better : 
it survives in real life. It was needful as a corrective. 
As we saw the scene from above, it was generally 
idealized — perhaps that is why the gods think we 
are rather better off than we are. As we saw it 
from below, it was the other way. Iowa pitied 
itself; Nebraska suggested across the fence to 
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Wyoming that the worm wdbld turn. As far as I 
could make out, the Mighty Line was not always 
the friend and helper : with many it was the tyrant 
of a new kind of feudal lordship without a body or 
a soul. 

But for a' that and a' that, if only they knew 
how happy they were these farming fdk, with their 
ownership and aU their other chances to temper 
the bondage attached to the tillage of the soil in 
other lands ! Theirs is an actual survivorship of 
the grand old institution of Yeomanhood — ^gone 
for ever in the home of its birth. Husbandry, 
above poverty and dependence, below luxury and 
idleness — what can match it for bringing out the 
best in man ? How I panted at times for the gift 
of mortal utterance, when I heard them grumbling 
over their share of life and light. How I longed 
to wrestle them into ■ a blessing on their own 
lot! 

Providence, no doubt, has grown tired of its 
own bounty at last, and has sent some " Bad Lands 
of Wyoming " just to change the subject. Yet 
these are stiU productive in their way in coal and 
granite, and in oil wells, or nothing, bounding the 
view. So there's millions in it, if nothing else. 
But the kindly mother soon recovers her temper 
and her suavity with the Echo Canon as the pre- 
lude to a smiling valley and, in due course, to the 
city of the saints. The cafton, the valley, shall I 
ever, forget them, for the beauty of the one, 
the grandeur of the other, and — still here as 
everywhere else — for the majesty of the scale ? 
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Everything is done as for a population habi- 
tually shod with the seven-league boots. Im- 
mensity is still the note ; one might live here for 
ever, and never have to cry hold enough with 
the mere weariness of repetition. It is Switzerland 
and Cashmere by turns. A sort of desert that 
follows, though at a respectful distance — a waste of 
sage bush and sand, is just enough to purge the 
eyes of one kind of almost intolerable beauty and 
to prepare then for another. For it is but a little 
while, as we move, and then California comes in 
sight. 

It is the culminating point — verdure and flowers, 
that never give out for all the golden year. They 
grow everything, including human life, in the 
richest luxuriance. There is a beauty of Cali- 
fomian womanhood as there is beauty of Arlesian 
and other, for in this gift God has been very good 
to the world. We had taken the wrong turning, 
it seems, by following some new branch line ; and 
so missing the Golden Gate, we struck the coast 
near Los Angeles. It is Los Angeles only for short : 
" Town of the Queen of the Angels " is the whole 
delicious mouthful, and every word true. It is 
our perfect luck, for this compels us to make for 
San Francisco, with the Pacific in full view all the 
way. Personally, I want no more than this coast, 
on this side of the grave, and I should not be dis- 
posed to regret a well-spent life if I found it on 
the other. It is a wider, a richer, and more varied 
Riviera. It wants nothing — the great Sierra 
Nevada for mountains ; for vegetation, the tropic 
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luxuriance of a more southerly clime. But why go 
on. I remembered Nykie's words of another de- 
cisive experience of the same kind — after many 
days, " One Day." Assuredly it is sometimes good 
to be alive. 
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But we were not at San Francisco yet. As all the 
world knows, the traveller in this country can never 
venture to reckon without his host as dispenser- 
general of the hospitality of this remarkable people. 
All the way along, though I have hitherto said 
nothing about it, for the sake of the unity of im- 
pression, we had looked in on scores of persons of 
every degree. The circumstances compelled us to 
do this without being asked, yet I can truthfully 
say that no one resented the intrusion. 

We took such a liberty in the present instance, 
owing to my accidental recognition of an old ac- 
quaintance, in a beautiful scene of rural retirement 
in the suburbs of the great city. It was no less 
a personage than the Baron of Beef, whom, as the 
reader may remember, I had encountered among 
the astrals of the Isle of Wight. I had tried to 
speak to him then— only to be baulked by an 
incident of still greater urgency. And now here 
he was in his great original, a human being in 
white duck, and entertaining a few friends in a 
beautiful estate well out of the reek of the stock- 
yards of Chicago, where he had made his pUe. 

I at once called a halt for myself and my com- 
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panion, leaving the others to go on ahead, while 
still keeping to the railroad line. It was im- 
possible to introduce Nykie this time, since I could 
hardly hope to find the Baron aware of his astral 
experiences. Yet I thought, on her part, she 
might like to have a look at him as a member of 
that true modem aristocracy of trade which every- 
where holds the unquestioned lordship of man- 
kind. He was an excellent representative of it; 
he had risen from the ranks, and had worked his 
way up by the sheer driving force of his will. 

We foimd him on a sort of fancy farm, where 
he toyed in his retirement with the diversion of a 
revival of the pastoral age, much as Marie An- 
toinette had done before him. His playground 
was a greater and a more beautiful Trianon, dotted 
with meadow and garden patch, and with all sorts 
of fancy structures for the acconunodation of man 
and beast. Here was the dairy, and there the 
milking-shed, while priceless Jerseys and other 
breeds, the least of them a triple prize-winner, 
chewed the cud in the lush grass, trained to look 
spontaneous by the best landscape gardeners from 
Europe. 

He was for the moment separated from what 
was evidently a house-party, enjo)ang his hos- 
pitality and seated at a table laid for breakfast 
under the trees. But as he was coming towards 
them and ourselves, I thought it better to await 
him. As it happened, they were a batch of old 
friends of my own, for I taiew every one of them. 

'* It is a British house-party," I said, ** from 
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first to last. The small but striking figure to the 
right, with the scribbling-tablet on her knee, is an 
English poet, who enjoys the rare distinction of 
sometimes earning a trifle by her work. I believe 
it pays the rent." 

" Dear me ! " said Nykie. 

She had a way of using this meaningless ex- 
pression, which was sometimes disconcerting in the 
highest degree. I cannot speak as to her inten- 
tion ; it is enough to say that the effect was almost 
invariably to make me feel that I had been too 
superfine — I mean, behaving ms^self like a line en- 
graving, or talking like a book. 

" Is that aU, Nykie ? " 

'' I think it's enough. But what about the 
one coming over the lawn, and carrying a nose- 
gay, or something, in his hand ? " 

" That's our host, the Baron of Beef — a pure 
courtesy title given to him as the biggest man in 
the trade. I sdiould have introduced his astral on 
the Isle of Wight, but " 

** Dear me ! I mean ' hum ! ' And the pom- 
pous-looking old gentleman, with the huge flower 
in his button-hole ? " 

" One of our natural aristocracy — I believe I had 
the pleasure of presenting his astral to you on the 
island. You remember the owner of that stately 
pile, Pill Castle. Oh, dear! I should have 
said " 

'* Who's saying * dear ' now ? " she laughed. 
" And the other with the big head, and, no 
doubt, the appetite to match ? " 
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''A famous English preadier, just imported by 
the Beef King to take the pastorate of a si)ecial 
church for millionaires in these parts.' 

'' Tell me something more about him ? 

'' The summons shows the far-reaching powers of 
our host's mind. He is a man of his time, and he 
has boldly acted on the conviction that there must 
be a parting of the ways as between the old Galilean 
hedge-row, or wayside religion, and the new develop- 
ments of modem civili2ation." 

" Hum ! " 

" We talked a good deal about it when we met 
in England. He feels that, while the poor man 
ought of course to enjoy his old consolations, the 
rich is surely entitled to those adapted to his own 
taste. Every candid mind must allow that it is 
no longer easy to feed both from the same dish." 

'* Are they often at such close quarters ? " 

" The Baron hesitated between two schemes — 
one, to secure the needful selectness of worship by 
a prohibitive pew rent ; the other, boldly to require 
a reference to a banker as a condition of church 
membership. A mUlion was to be the minifniiTn 
of income, but none were to be denied the means 
of grace if they happened to possess more." 

" What is a million ? *' said Nykie. " I hear 
the word so often over here." 

" Don't ask foolish questions." 

•* Sorry, but you know savages can't count much 
beyond ten. Please, go on." 

" The reference to the banker was finally con- 
sidered the better way. The sumptuously up- 
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bolstered basilica, wbicb tbe Baron is now build- 
ing in his grounds in the new-fashioned eccle- 
siastical style, is calculated to hold five hundred 
million dollars at an ordinary Sabbath sitting, rising 
to seven hundred and fifty at the great festivals of 
the Church. I assure you their conununions are 
sometimes as grand as a dinner-party." 

" The next point was to find a suitable preacher, 
and for this purpose the eminent divine you have 
seen was invited to America. He had been 
selected from a list of hundreds in both hemispheres 
who were anxious to compete for this most lucrative 
post. Their testimonials filled volumes, and most 
of them were able to show that their ministry had 
never by design, nor even by accident, given a qualm 
of conscience to a rich man. They were all ready 
to preach what is called a comfortable doctrine. 
This was something, but it was not enough, for 
the Baron naturally felt that he and his friends were 
entitled to the best that money could buy. Finally 
they found what they wanted in our friend on the 
lawn. True to their principles, they took him on 
the evidence of his pew rents. His trial sermon 
was almost decisive of his call. It was a wonder 
in the modem style of mystical interpretation of 
the plainest texts of Scripture. He showed con- 
clusively that the good Samaritan was a figure of 
the owner of great possessions in our time, pouring 
in the wines of California and Standard oil for the 
benefit of all concerned." 

" Let me see — the other, I fancy, made no 
charge ? " 
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" What has that to do with it ? *' 

'' Oh, of course not ; and what's this one doing 
now ? " 

'* Resting, after his great effort, on a visit to the 
Baron of Beef. He has ahready, I understand, 
received an intimation from above (in answer to 
prayer) that it is his dear duty to accept a call 
that increases his income by about a hundred 
per cent." 

There was no time for more ; the Baron had 
joined his guests — after handing a small parcel to 
a negro servant, likewise attired in spotless duck, 
and the most perfect masterpiece in black and 
white I had ever seen. 

I hardly know how to describe the master. His 
own suit of white is, of course, wholly inadequate, 
even as a beginning. As we have just seen, 
it has no quality of differentiation. The priceless 
Panama hat that took a new fold with every 
whisper of the breeze is not much better. I have 
seen other hats as fine, though only, I am free to 
admit, in the wider intervals of experience. His 
simny smile, a compound of good nature and a 
wholly becoming self-satisfaction — that again will 
hardly serve. It is still but an item, and what I 
want is a t}^ical note. I offer this, though with 
diffidence — he looked all over like a person who was 
sorry for Europeans. It is the best I can do at 
short notice. It marks a category ; I have seen 
thousands of his countrymen who look like 
that. 

" What do you think of him ? '* I said at last. 
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for, to tell the truth, Nykie's silence was rather em- 
barrassing. 

'^ I leave it to you." 

" Nykie, he is the biggest packer in all creation." 

"I'm sure you are going to be more — explicit, 
by and by." 

" Well — packer of dead meat." 

" Ugh ! " 

" A true captain of industry, though once a mere 
slaughterman like you or me — no, no, I don't mean 
that, of course." 

" Faugh ! " 

" You would be a little more respectful, I think, 
if you had read the flattering sketches of him in 
the British press. For all his wealth, we are told, 
he is the simplest and least pretentious creature in 
existence. I believe he still wields the knife some- 
times — just for love." 

" Horror ! " 

" Yes ; he rises with the lark, and takes a stroll 
among his flowers and his flocks and herds. And, 
if he happens to fancy a sweetbread for his break- 
fast, he in variably kills his calf for himself — for this 
delicacy and for this alone. Nothing is wasted, 
however ; the rest of the carcase is sold to the 
restaurants." 

The masterpiece in black and white now returned, 
bearing something enshrined in flowers on a silver 
dish. It proved to be another masterpiece in its 
way — this time of the fleshly school. Full many a 
lovely sweetbread have I seen, but never one like 
that! 

16 
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The Baron took it from him, and approached the 
lady, who now looked up, apparently from an 
imfinished sonnet. 

^Sweets to the sweet," he said, adding, in a 
graceful flight of personification : ** She's for you, 
fresh gathered with my own hand. Well have her 
cooked for breakfast right away." 

•* My paladin ! " cried the enraptured fair ; 
*' knighthood is still in flower." 
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Vicarious experience is of little use, even when the 
other person happens to be your own astral. Every 
one of the persons we had just left had been repre- 
sented in the Isle of Wight, yet that tremendous 
experience seemed to have no record in their con- 
sciousness. The Baron of Beef was naturally not 
the first person whose double I had recognized in 
the island. In our frequent dips for society and 
information, between New York and San Francisco, 
I met many others, whose duplicates I had lately 
seen in the most edifying attitudes of repentance 
for the sins of the world. Nothing seemed to have 
happened to the stay-at-homes. There are two 
views of Lazarus— one that he was never the same 
man again, the other, that he simply had a bath 
and a change of linen and went on as before. 

It was a relief to my national vanity to find that 
even America was not so happy as it looked. We 
all know the feeling : the best solace for one's own 
shortcomings in virtue or in luck is the reflection 
that your neighbour has his trials. Crops choking 
the storehouses, and almost bringing the railroads 

i6* 
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to a stand for want of power, a revenue rapidly 
reaching the billion dollar scale — these things seem 
to require compensation. 

In my case this was not wholly denied. Dip- 
ping again into mine and mill, factory and bureau, 
on our way, I sometimes found dots of twelve imder 
the yoke of labour, while the perfectly equipped high 
schools reverberated, throughout all but empty 
halls, with the cry for pupils to come in and finish 
—in sheer envy, I daresay, of the bosses who were 
finishing them after another fashion elsewhere. 
With these, were young women working all night 
long, and a Supreme Bench declaring that any law 
that tried to put a stop to it was imconstitutional. 
These things naturaUy made me chuckle, in spite of 
my recent conversion. 

" What are you humming * Rule, Britannia * 
for ? " said Nykie. 

" Who are they to give themselves airs ? " 

I paused to think it out, while Nykie went 
to look for her party. The power of these people ! 
There is nothing they cannot do. With such a 
heritage, such opportunities, they have con- 
trived to produce the tramp, and even the 
anarchist, in the very first class of the tjrpe. 
Never have I seen such magnificent specimens 
as at Pittsburg and Chicago, or in the roads 
between. I venture to say that even the London 
dock gates would have to yield a point to the 
Chicago stockyards, in the spectacle of famished 
labour fighting for the chance of a crust. And, 
with this, cabbage patches here and there, some of 
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them actually getting worked into low comedy, as 
a thing for farcical effect. 

But, after all, it is no subject for a slanging 
match between the pot and the kettle. Pity the 
poor race of men everywhere, bom with such a 
passion for taking it out of their kind. Our all 
alikeness, rich and poor, oppressors and oppressed, 
is the very devil, and the only true one. A mere 
turn of the wheel of fortune, and up comes the 
slave ready to play the tyrant, and perfectly 
equipped for the part. Who's going to begin to set 
it right ? Sometimes, I fancy, I could put the 
question with a bow to the sufferers. Perhaps 
there may be room for a new order of sainthood, 
the order of Number One pledged solely to its own 
conversion to sweetness and light. I could fain 
begin myself to-morrow, but I'm so busy with a 
thousand other things. 

Put yourself in the place of the people of " These 
States." They are just a new fact in history, one 
of the capital facts. The world has never seen the 
like of it ; ninety millions all brought up to do as 
they like, in a very riot of opportunity, and just 
as free to go to the place unmentionable to ears 
polite, as to satisfy their yearnings for better so- 
ciety. The old countries know nothing of the 
temptation. They are still but broadening slowly 
down, and content to regard a thousand years as 
but a day of their pilgrimage. The temptation is 
the heaviest stroke of irony in the whole affair. 
The Ninety in close quarters would be bad enough, 
but think of the same in a limitless paradise of 
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climate, soil, wealth, actual and potential, beyond all 
calculations whatsoever. Human as they are, 
can they be expected to make of it all at the start 
but a garden city gone wrong ? 

It is sheer delirium of the wiU, a second Rena- 
scence of the evil, as well as the good ; their bosses 
the most bloody, bold, and resolute of their order 
to date ; their Tammany leaders, colossal exaggera- 
tions of Jonathan Wild the Great ; their very train 
robbers, the Turpins of a larger mould ; their gangs 
of corruption, the most ingenious and all-pervading ; 
their proletariat the most fierce, pitiless, and revenge- 
ful. A case of absolutes all round, happily in 
the finer things as well, and with all this, never 
doubt it, a democracy on its way to the light with 
no control worth talking of from priest or ruler or 
Old Man of the Sea. They have accepted the theory 
of the good and the evil principle in perpetual 
tussle, and small wonder that some of them, by 
way of proving all things, are quite disposed to 
give Ahriman a trial. But many strike for Ormazd 
— have no fear of that. Beyond all question, they 
have put up a good fight. They may still be 
wrong, but it is certainly not for nature to cast 
the first stone. She sets such queer examples. 
Is not her whole scheme a war of elements 7 Her 
fire and water never meet but to hiss their mutual 
hate, their braves especially hurUng defiance across 
the spaces. 

" What is it bragging about, I wonder ? " said 
Nykie, when we went to see Niagara. 

" That it could quench Vesuvius in a twinkling. 
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And at every eruption you may hear the old moun- 
tain slanging back : ' Come and try it ; and Til 
soon work you off in steam.' " 

Anything may happen in such a conflict, perhaps 
an upheaval beside which the little French affair 
of the '89 is but an upset in a back lot. 

They are going to revise their sense of values ; 
give them time. *' Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit, 
etc. — still the biggest of all ideals, and for that 
reason subject to the teachings of experience, and 
not to be won by the short cuts. But this thing, 
as it stands. Life I nonsense — beware of fraudulent 
imitations. This, Liberty — what about the other 
man ? This, the Pursuit — try it and tell me 
when you are tired. They must win in the end 
for all our sakes. You think they have done 
badly to date ? Lo I the premises in order — and 
such premises — for the coming race. Mountains 
tunnelled, fields cleared and fenced : how grateful 
the race will be to the earth-men of our day. 

The Coming Race. Consider this ; in any com- 
forting view of it, the whole batch of us in the Isle 
of Wight, or in creation, is still but primitive man. 
Ours is not only a well-nigh empty planet, as I have 
tried to show ; but where it is inhabited, it is still 
wholly in the hands of the primitives. Such dismal 
product, as it stands, an end and crown of things I 
it is quite unthinkable. I have come to this truly 
cheering conclusion by the most exhaustive study 
of the savage, as I, or others, have found him 
in courts, social circles, cathedral closes, and in 
our own nature, and not, by any means, merely 
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in slums. Here and there, indeed, he is beginning 
to cease to eat his fellow-creature in the joint, 
though still using him freely as nutriment, in the 
finer cuts from the heart and soul. 

And think of this, again ; the real American man, 
especially as the future will know him, is not yet 
bom. The ninety millions from all the most 
pushing races on the planet, in their most pushing 
examples, have yet to settle doMm into a type. 
What a process in chemistry I who shall forecast 
the result ? He will certainly not be English any 
more than the Englishman of to-day is Saxon, 
Norman, or Dane. At best, it can only be English 
and — a blend of other first-class stocks that will 
be a new fact of creation. I figure him in my 
fancies as one with the alertness and brilliancy of 
one race, the passion for justice, principle, recti- 
tude of another, and, again, with this puritan 
cast tempered in its rigidity by the fire of his sense 
of life. Another influence still veins him like marble 
with an ornate courtesy and a fantastic honour, 
another still with a thoroughness that lets nothing 
pass without examination, not even a joke. With 
this again, as nature's own secret in the combina- 
tion, the emotion of colour, the sense of pulsation 
that make for art, poesy — ^beauty, in a word, as the 
true business. And then, again ''dogged " as a solid 
foundation in the concrete of character to keep all 
in its place, and to remind him in moments of 
reverie of great grandpapa. In this final stage, no 
doubt, he may find considerable amusement in 
interviewing some progenitor of to-day in the 
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crystal ball : " In faith, a worthy fellow and, I dare- 
say, meant well." 

" I think we must now say good-bye, sir, and 
much obliged to you for your company, and 'ope 
we shall meet again." 

It was the Ancient. He and the others had 
joined me on a promontory near the Golden Gate, 
and they were now ready for the last lap of their 
course round the world. 
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XXXIIL 

It was a sharp warning that I had better come to 
business with Nykie at once. Had I gone so far 
only to miss the end of my long quest ? Our 
journey was almost done ; somewhere in the im- 
measurable blue beyond us was the little island 
that she called home — no matter how far, as 
mortals reckoned, still but a stoneVthrow flight to 
beings with our powers. 

I called her aside for a last word. I pleaded with 
her to be allowed to complete the journey with her, 
and promised to turn back when that was done. 
I reminded her of all that we had seen together 
in our girdling of the globe, and in our life on the 
Wight ; all that we had been to each other, from 
first to last. We were no longer as two astrals 
in a chance encounter ; we were something more. 
Nothing could alter that, not even a fiat of Provi- 
dence. Let the day be mine to the close of it, 
that was all I had to ask. Could she find it in her 
heart to baulk me of my craving of one glimpse — 
one only, if so she insisted — of the blessed isle ? 

She was strangely troubled — I am sure, in part, 
by some threatened frustration of her wish to 
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consent. She seemed like one under an over- 
mastering necessity. Manifest aversion might, of 
course, have been insurmountable, but since there 
was none, I was only encouraged to persevere. My 
last plea was a happier thought than I imagined, 
though it came to me on the spur of the moment, as 
such thoughts often do. 

" To see the island then — yes," she said. ** You 
have come so far. It was my fault, but here you 
are. There's a peak where you can stand and see 
it all. Our people need never know. Then you'll 
go away, won't you ? Oh, how I wish — but I'm 
nobody here. There would be such trouble for you 

— disappointment — I could never But come, 

then, since it must be so." A moment more, and 
we were all in fuU flight across the great water, on 
a course due south from San Francisco almost in 
the plimimet line. 

And we never paused for a conscious glance at sea 
or sky, imtil we reached a huge verdure-clad rock 
rising sheer from the blue, and hailed by all my 
companions with the cry of " Home," as they 
alighted on one of its loftiest sunmiits after a 
flight of thousands of miles. 

The island, for such it was, lay glowing in per- 
fect beauty of early eve. I recognized it at once 
as something within my ken, and I was soon able 
to recall its chief descriptive features, almost word 
for word, as a part of my reading with which I 
had once been strangely enthralled. It was not 
bigger, I judged on a hasty estimate, than Hyde 
Park and Kensington Gardens rolled into on 
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As we saw it now, in the irr^;ular outline of its 
base, it seemed like some quaint sea monster which 
had shot up from the Pacific to take a look 
round, and might instantly disappear. It was head 
and shoulders out of the water, joining the sea 
almost everywhere at the base of perpendicular 
cliffs rising to enormous heights, and it had little 
or no beach. On all sides the wave seemed in 
fretful strife with the shore, but beyond the broken 
lines of surf lay the ocean calm, with nothing else in 
the way, it seemed, between this and the next world. 
A range of hills, cutting the island in half from east 
to west, sloped to the edge of the cliff — on the 
southern side, in deep valleys filled with plantation 
plots, on the northern, into two terraced spaces, 
one above the other, conunanding a view of the sea. 
On the highest of these lay a settlement of civilized 
man ; its cottages lapped warm like birds in their 
mosses in exquisite vegetation — palms and banyans 
and cocoa-nut trees, and, as I might guess by what 
was nearer to the view, passion-flowers and 
trumpet-vines and creeping plants of infinite 
variety, the rich growth clothing even the adjacent 
summits and hillsides and the sharp, inaccessible 
slopes, right down to the water's edge. Below the 
settlement on the lower terrace was a grove of 
cocoa trees with no habitation, and below this 
again a little bay, evidently the landing-place, and 
the only one on this cruel shore. 

The people of the settlement were mostly at 
their doors, as though taking their rest after the 
work of the day. But here and there were laugh- 
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ing, chattering groups of young people, of both 
sexes, wandering over the hillsides, with some in 
pairs — no doubt on business of their own, or with 
single figures evidently folding the sheep and goats. 
There was nothing to give offence to eye or ear. 
Distance subdued every laugh or shout, every 
cry of bird or beast, into perfect harmony with 
the rhythmic beat of the waves; and the sounds 
seemed but varied modes of a kind of musical 
silence. There was the same harmony in the 
tints, seen through the wide stretches of summer 
mist. It was sometimes impossible to say where 
the trees and flowers ended, and the men and women 
began. You might tell it only by the motion of 
the figures darting in and out of the patches of 
blossom, now and then as pursuers and pursued. 
The saimtering pairs soon became absolutely one 
with the landscape, as they moved further from 
the point of view. It was exquisite to sense and 
soul as an image of the unity of nature. Sky and 
earth and sea, man and woman, flower and tree, 
seemed but so many forms and manifestations of 
one universal element of beauty, each separate 
perception of the beholder realizing them in a uni- 
form impression in its own way. I turned to look 
for my companions : all had vanished, but Nykie. 

" Now you must go," she said. 

" No, no ; it is Paradise at last. The world is 
too cold." 

*' But you said you would go. Oh, have I done 
wrong again ? " 

" I want to see your home — your very own." 



254 ALL MOONSHINE. 

" It is down there — where all the others are. 
You have seen all there is to see." 

" Reuben and your father — where are they ? 
I must take leave of them." 

" They have forgotten you," she cried in a burst 
of anguish, " forgotten that you ever lived. They 
are merged in the sea of being." 

" But their principals are here." 

'* In seeing them, you have seen their principals. 
There is nothing more." 

" But you remain, dearest Nykie ; you are the 
finer spirit beyond change." 

" I am as they are ; my lot is as theirs." 

" Yet tell me more of them, if you will not teU 
me more of myself. Why did I find them in the 
Isle of Wight, speaking our English speech, and 
living in our English way. Is it the same with all 
here ? " 

" Yes." 

" How came English folk to be here ? What 
ship first brought them ? did they drop from the 
clouds ? It is all so strange. All the native people 
of these parts, I thought, were of quite other 
speech, quite other race. Are there none of these 
with you ? " 

" Not now. There were others, and they married 
with the white people. Did I not tell you that I 
was half a savage ? " she added, with a sad smile. 

" The white people — a whole native-bom colony, 
with our stock for the main note, in the South 
Pacific ! It is unthinkable ! " 

" Oh, you know our history for sure ; you have 
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read our history in the books. One of them was 
written by a gentleman, who was Victoria's friend. 
I know whole pages of it by heart, aiid sometimes 
they get into my talk. So they do, I think, into your 
recollections, from things you have said. 

" Victoria " — ^the name came back to me, too ; 
and now it all flashed on me, and I was sure. 

" The Mutiny — ^is that the story ? The scuttled 
English ship, the fugitives settling here-— or the 
solitary white man that is left of them — with the 
handful of native women and children, who had 
survived the massacres which accounted for all the 
rest. This one, struck with horror and remorse, 
taking a turn to piety, and so redeeming all the 
creatures in his charge to Christianity and civiliza- 
tion, and making a new human t}q>e. 

" Yes, that is the story. We are half South Sea 
blood, half English, wholly Christian now, I hope, 
that's our happiness. The rest need not count, 
or if it does, you know it as well as I do. Here 
our people lived for twenty years, mostly learning 
their catechism and reading their Bible, with- 
out sight of a fellow-creature from the outer 
world. Then, one day, a wandering Yankee 
skipper finds us by accident — hundreds of Robin- 
son Crusoes to the third and fourth generation, 
and we become a place of pilgrimage for all* 
America is good to us, dear England comes, for- 
gives us what our fathers did, owns us as English 
subjects, sets us up in housekeeping, and whenever 
one of her big ships in these parts can find time, 
it looks in to see how we are getting on." 



2;6 



ALL MOONSHINE. 



" A place of pilgrimage, Nykie. Well, I am one 
pilgrim the more. At least, let me see the shrine." 

•• It cannot be, I tell you." 

" We are immortal spirits, Nykie. I claim my 
right to you. No sea of being shall merge you, 
while my love lives to make you a thing apart. 
Love is personality, love is life. My passionate 
yearning for you is more than a tie : it is a principle 
of life, and by it you are mine." 

" You must not speak so. Love works no more 
miracles than faith ; I have proved it. Listen, 
I know what you are going to say, I know what 
you have meant to say all along. You could not 
think I was so dull, so stupid, as not to see and 
understand. But how could I answer you ? What 
am I but the image, the other spirit self of a living, 
breathing woman now on this island, who loved as 
no other woman ever loved, or, at any rate, had 
to yield to none. And what has come of it for her, 
but a sorrow so great that it has passed beyond 
sorrow into resignation — resignation without hope 
except for the great love and life beyond which 
is for one and all ? " 
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XXXIV. 

* Listen, you are fond of putting two and two 
together. Put them now. I told you the Queen's 
ships used to come to us — the King's ships come 
to us still. When they come, it is holiday all over 
the island. We all go wild, the girls especially. 
The officers, with their uniforms, and their sweet, 
soft ways ! — they are as beings from star land, 
children of the sun, like the people in the books; 
and so we call them sometimes. We wander all over 
the island with them, and hearts break when they 
go. For they never come again — never. They say 
they will come and they mean it, I daresay — ^but 
they don't. All sorts of things stand between them 
and us, a Board of Admiralty with its orders, and 
the beautiful English girls. We know. Here 
to-day and gone to-morrow ; and gone where ? 
Only the Board knows ; the captain himself is not 
in the secret till he breaks a seal. We know, I tell 
you, but we go on being in Heaven with them as 
long as it lasts, and when good-bye comes we throw 
ourselves on the ground and try to die. That's 
South Sea. Our silly hearts ! God has not dealt 
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airly with us in making them so big. All this 
happened to Victoria, my principal. 

" Did I teD 3^u her name was Victoria ? Per- 
haps youVe guessed. Do 3^u remember that day 
you said my name was Greek for hers ? Oh, it 
gave me such a turn ! 

" Victoria went mad over a young officer, and 
still couldn't die. Don't you think life a mere 
habit — sometimes a bad one ? You have to get 
over wanting to die. There's things to help you 
— marriage with the dear men of our island, cJiil- 
dren — ^you understand. 

'' Victoria had a bad attack of it ; two full years 
worshipping a navy button she had cut from his 
coat. Made fetich of it — South Sea once more ! 

" Well, he never came again. He wrote once, I 
think, from the next station, but never even that 
again. He went off into the land of the stm. 

"Then something happened. Two years or so 
after that, another came, not an officer this time, 
but another sort of man. Victoria found him where 
an open boat, caught in the surf, had thrown him on 
the shore. Some passing ship had left him — acci- 
dent or what not ; I hardly remember the story, 
and it doesn't matter. There he was. She had 
found him, and, of course, he was to belong to her 
for all the time of his stay. He lived in her father's 
hut. He had a nice way of speaking, and oh, such 
beautiful manners, and he turned out to be a lord, 
or something of that sort. That does not matter 
either, though we think a lot of them here. 

" And all the while Victoria meant to be true to 
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the other, prayed to be true to him, and would have 
been, if only he had given a sign — ^sent another 
button even ; that might have done. And the worst 
of it was the new one was a child of the sun, and 
he had come to stay. Try to think what she felt. 
I know you can, dear friend — I will call you that 
now ; it's such a comfort to me to be able to say 
it, because youVe a dear tender heart. You see, 
he was with her all the time. She had to take 
care of him ; he was like a baby on the high rocks, 
and he would have followed her to his death, 
because he loved her so. 

" Then one day came the call of the world, the 
great big world ; our island a mere grain of dust in 
the balance. I know what its call is, for I have 
heard it now. 

" It was something in a newspaper brought by 
a passing ship, and it said that his own people were 
ready to die for news of him, because they thought 
him dead. 

'* And so he knew that he had to go, and he told 
Victoria, and, when she heard that, she felt that it 
was too late to pray any more for the other one, 
for she loved again. She could have killed herself 
for it, but it had to be. 

'' She hid herself from him at first, because she 
was still afraid to think that she was going to be 
false to the memory. But when the time came 
for his going, she had to let him know that she just 
loved him with all her heart. It was laid on her. 
Day or night, she walked in sunlight after that 
— he promised to come back again, and she knew 
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he meant to keep his word — and she went daily 
to the Peak, over yonder, where she had waved 
her last signal, to look out for him. Yet always 
she came back to a cave where she kept the navy 
button, and prayed to the other to foiigive her, 
wherever he might be to hear her. Heaven or 
earth. 

'' Was she a false woman to keep the two images 
in her heart ? No. She was bom for loving ; 
that is all. 

" But why go on ? You know how it is going 
to end, or you would, if 3^u lived here. One 
day another passing ship, and a line of news in 
another paper — her last friend was dead. So there 
she was, twice widowed in heart, and never once a 
wife. 

" Then she knew that the judgment of God — or 
man, for sometimes I think God has just nothing to 
do with it — was against her, and she bowed her 
head to it ; love was not for her. 

"And yesterday came the call to this convoca- 
tion of the whole earth, and I had to go, with every- 
body else in this island, man and woman, the 
very babe at the breast. I was her astral, you see ; 
and the moment I was separated from her I became 
a hving thing like her to look at, though not a 
thing of flesh and blood, knowing all her thoughts 
and feelings, and with all her story at the veiy 
heart of me. That is, I think, what they call the 
double personality — the astral always there, I 
suppose, in all of us, but never knowing itself till 
the something beyond and above us calls it forth, 
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losing itself again as personality^ when it goes back 
after its work is done. No, not quite that, after 
all. Only joining all the other spirits of the living 
or the dead that people all the air, till the time 
comes for them to pass to another stage of 
being. 

"While waiting for that great change, we are 
sometimes permitted to linger in the places we love 
best, still brooding over our principals, yet invisible 
to them, as to all the world beside, inaudible, too ; 
not to be seen by them, not to speak to them, but 
only to watch them in grove or mountain, as the 
mother watches — the child itself unaware. 

"This was what made father send me back to 
the island that time ; he wanted to keep in touch. 
I went and I returned, as you know. I saw all of 
them — my dear principal with the rest — and I 
was able to tell father that all was well. But she, 
Victoria, she never knew. 

" You know what we came back to — all the 
trouble on the Wight. But why talk of that ? 
Then the fleet, and with that all was changed. 
It brought back thoughts, yearnings. Oh, I 
dread to think of them ; it was like tearing open 
an old wound. The children of the sun here again 
in thousands ; the uniform ; the swarm of ships, 
where one had been a godsend to us before. All 
that was in Victoria's heart was still in my heart, 
and how could I help feeling drawn to them ? 

** Do you know what happened then ? I'll tell 
you, though I thought I never would let another 
know. You remember : I was on the prow of 
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the great ship, and I faced round to see the sahite 
of our decks, and then 

" The one that Victoria had first loved, there he 
stood, a great officer in command of his ship, and 
in all the fullness of life, as, till that moment, only 
the image of him had stood in my soul. And there 
I stood before him, face to face. I looked to him 
for a sign — how could I help it with all the past 
coming back upon me with a rush, and with the 
new hopes ? 

*' And not an answering look on his side. For 
him I was not even a shape of air. I was nothing 
— as far be3^nd his ken as the countless spirits that 
surround us at this moment are beyond ours. 
And then I knew and felt my doom, and Victoria's. 
The old love was dead within him, so dead that, for 
the moment, even the memory of it had passed. 
If it had lurked anywhere in his heart, our awful 
encounter must have brought it forth again. He 
would have known me, in spite of wife and child 
— for they, too, were near him, as I afterwards 
knew, and in spite of all the pageant of the hour. 
He gave no sign, and I felt that all was over 
between us for ever and ever. 

" Now you know why I must go from you, and 
you from me. Twice has my lot denied all 
hopes of love, wifehood, and motherhood, once 
with a decree of death, once again with a bitter- 
ness beyond that. I will never suffer so again. 
I am called. Be happy. Forget, or pray for 
the purer sky, the eternal justice. Adieu ! ** 

What I might have said I know not, for I was 
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paralyzed into silence by what happened now. Her 
eyes, from which I had never taken mine, were 
suddenly fixed on something beyond me, with the 
strange expression I had seen on the ship. 

I turned ; a shape was advancing towards us by 
the steep path that led to our summit. There 
was not a moment's doubt as to its full sig- 
nificance. It was still Nykie in perfect counter- 
part and yet more — in one word the living, 
breathing reality of which she was but the astral 
emanation, Victoria, in aU the full perfection of 
her physical attributes, in aU the glory of the form 
which they shared in common — my spirit mate, 
and perfect woman in one. 

Treason as it seemed to her divine counterpart, 
how could I but welcome the change ? Spirit as 
I was for the purpose of my astral experiences and 
my flight round the world, I still had the keenest 
susceptibility to all the conditions of our mortal 
lot. The earth was good enough for me. The 
splendid creature now vouchsafed to my sight was 
of my race, of my sphere of being. My dear com- 
panion of the past few hours — ^hours which her 
sweet ministrations had made almost an eternity 
of joy — was still something above me and beyond 
my reach. After all, there is no mating with a 
star. 
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I CONTINUED gazing, enraptured, entranced. It 
was the difference between life and the image of 
life, however featly done. AU Nykie's soul breathed 
in Victoria's face. And certain touches of tender- 
ness, and sweet hesitations, which were not Nykie's, 
except in a sort of dim representative way, were 
there too, for huge augmentation of delight. The 
splendid mortal glowed with the look of health, 
with the beautiful physical agitation of movement. 
She stood erect on the slope, looking seaward, a 
magnificent mountaineer, with all generous temp- 
tations in her eyes and in the lines of her rosy 
mouth. Heaven help me ; here at last was the 
valid waist. 

There was the same variety in identity in 
her entire being. Nykie was still predominant 
spirit in all her attributes. This one was pre- 
dominant nature, predominant life. Expression, 
gestures, tints of hair and skin were the same, and 
not]the" same. Even when, as now, she stood per- 
fectly still, she was not at rest. The breeze without, 
the soul within, left the record of their agitations on 
her soft flesh, and changed its tints every moment 
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in an ever-shifting, ever-beautiftil succession of 
tones, tremors, flushes, and fadings, which were 
also in part effects of the ever-shifting light. The 
very air was with her and a part of her ; the sinking 
sun caressed her in his glow. Statue for statue — 
and they were both statues as they stood now — 
she had that indescribable suavity of the marble, as 
against the rigidity of the best reproduction in any 
other medium. Nykie's reproduction of her missed 
something in being unchanging, while the glorious 
original was conceivably never the same in con- 
tour or in hue, in look or air, in everything that 
makes for those delicious surprises of impression 
which are the all in all. 

I turned towards Nykie to emphasize the differ- 
ence by an effort of connoisseurship. 

Nykie was gone ; and — I know not why I felt 
it with such absolute certainty, but so I did — 
gone for ever. 

There was reaction of the bitterest anguish in 
that thought. My mate, my spirit guide and 
counsellor : what other could ever take her 
place ? I told myself that spirit was the Ufe of 
life, and that all the rest was vanity and vexation. 

Then I tried to find consolation in another 
thought. Nykie was gone, yes ; but why not only 
to enter into mystical union with the living woman, 
and to transfer to her the whole accumulation of 
experience of this last tremendous night and 
day ? Exactly this had happened to me, when 
I returned to the island to seek reunion with my 
principal. I was doomed to annihilation by my 
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irate counterpart, though that was probably but a 
phrase. It is certain that the mortal personality 
at once entered into fuU possession of the entire 
volume of knowledge, tiU then shared between the 
two. He knew both what had passed in the island 
with him, and what had happened abroad to me at 
the same time. Why should it not be so in this 
instance— dehcious hope ! — and the being before 
me be complete in the intuitions of its dual 
nature ? If this were so, she would be in full 
possession of my heart's secret, and I should at 
once be manifest to her by the mysterious power of 
sympathy, and be explained without having to 
utter a word. 

Vain thought I I looked at her with absolutely 
no better fortune than her own astral had looked 
at the captain of the ship. I gazed, as Nylde had 
gazed, with all the anguish of longing, I feel sure, 
but only to find that longing could not enable me 
to win myself back to sheer mortality, and to a 
mortal shape. 

Victoria met my gaze as the other mortal had 
met the gaze of Nykie, whole-hearted, free, and 
unaware. The interpretive current of sympathy 
was not there. I had been reunited to my own 
astral, only as a being apart for the purpose of 
this convocation, and subject, for the purpose, 
to exceptional laws. Evidently no such reunion 
had taken place between Nykie and Victoria. 

The anguish was intolerable. With Nykie 
vanished, and Victoria as one who knew me not, I 
was doubly bereft. I had lost at once the image 
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and the reality, and I stood the most forlorn crea- 
ture in all the wide world. My duality of nature 
did not spare me a single pang ; my heart beat, my 
temples throbbed to bursting in a perfect distrac- 
tion of the tumult of sense. 

And now a loud boom from the plateau annoimced 
the discharge of the evening gun, calling all the 
wanderers home to the fold of the settlement ; and 
the glorious shape turned homewards with the 
rest. 

With that boom I awoke— on my own bed in 
the hotel at Ventnor, where I had flung myself at 
the beginning of this wondrous adventure. 

Awoke in a state of indescribable agitation, and 
to find one hand of the clock still pointing to the 
midnight hour, while the other had travelled but 
a minute or so beyond. The night and day of 
my dream — for dream, alas ! it was and nothing 
more — marvellous in itself for its variety and 
fullness of being, had shrunk to a count of seconds. 
The whole transcendant experience of travel and 
adventure, in all the spheres of earthly being, had 
passed between the first stroke of the hour which, 
as I now remembered, had sounded faintly in my 
ears as I sank to sleep, and the last that brought 
me back to the hateful realities of existence. Suns 
had risen on my journey, stars had paled in the 
light of mom. Life and death, love and war, had 
crowded their most thriUing experiences on my sen- 
sitive soul, yet the paler ray that I had left when I 
lost consciousness was still pouring into the room. 
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In one word, the most intense illumination ever 
vouchsafed to mortal man, had, from first to last, 
been all moonshine. 

Yet not wholly without a glimpse of clearer light, 
perhaps, though its ray cannot pierce the mysteiy 
of the misery and sorrow of war in all its forms, 
as between nation and nation, man and man, the 
taproot of all the anguish of the world. 

If my dream was all moonshine, so also is the 
gruesome fall<acy of an over-peopled earth. As the 
flies on the dome of St. Paul's, so is man on his 
globe ; and, to heighten the absurdity of his pro- 
ceedings, see him tiuning to rend his mate for a 
place in the sun. This dot of the Wight as the 
tiny sheepfold, and all the broad planet for the 
mighty pasturage, and still not enough to fatten 
your flock 1 What have the shepherds been 
about ? 

The tribute of the Virgins — maternity soon to 
become one of the lost arts. Never put it down to 
any fantastic reversion to vestalism as a vocation, 
or to the joys of maiden meditation fancy free. It 
is the blood tax in its most murderous infliction, 
since it destroys life at its very source. For, look 
you, as there is an M in Moonshine, there is an 
M in Malthus too! 

So dream, as it was, I have set to work to write it 
out just as it passed. What matter its perhaps 
all too plentiful lack of logic, sequence, harmony, 
its topsy-turvy whirl of cross-purposes mutually 
inconsistent. Incongruity is the best evidence to 
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character in dreamland ; to dream " sensibly " is 
to dream like a' book. " Things could not pass so/' 
you say : " matter and spirit incoherently jumbled 
and mixed, space annihilated, day and night 
confounded, the very sim standing still." Exactly : 
that is how they do pass, in the dreamland. 



THE END. 
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